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Hold Your Hat! 


hy Paul S. McCoy 


(haracter: Miss Granr: I thought you 
Jeupiru ASHBY Ing on a customer. 
Miss GRAN’ Juprru: Not yet. Beams 


PARK STODDARD ready for anybody ju 


SiM NELSON (Jupirn continues lo arrange 


HeELEN BARNES us Mi (IRANT begins | dus 


\Ins. Horrense LIviInGsTon 


Jupimru 2 happily excited (ood 
Time: Saturday morning. ness, Miss Grant, you do | 


lave a 

SETTING: A corner of the millinery SEC- lovely store. It’s the smartest ladie 
tion of Miss Grant’s Fashion Shoppe shop in this town. Sighs with 

Ar Rise: Jupiru enters enthusiastically, pli ASUre And here [| arm one of 

carrying a new hat. She crosses to a your clerk im simply rippling 

hat display table, removes a hat from with enthusiasm, 

on of the standards on the table, then Miss Grane (Crosses to Juprru, hand 


replaces tt with the hat she carri: her the dust cloth): Vhen you can 
She sleps hack slightly, viewing the ripple over to this table and start 
result with high satisfaction VIis- dusting. She indicates tabli left 
( ih LNI enters briskly, carrying a Ji DITH | Tal ( dust cloth ( )t 
small dust cloth. (Jupivu moves to table, stoops down 

Miss Grant: Judith! and 


COUrse 


begins to dust the furniture 
Jupren (Swings around): Oh, it’s vou, Miss (irant, at display table right 


\Tiss (irant. Arranges the hat I fler a light Pause 





Jupiru straightens up, speaks ex- 
pectantly.) And Miss Grant 

Miss Grant: Yes? 

Juprru: When I’m out of high school 
this spring, would 
taking me on as a 


you consider 


full-time em- 
ployee? 

Miss Gran (Slightly annoyed): My 
dear girl, this is your first day in 
my store. After all, yours is a tem- 
porary arrangement. You’re to come 
in on Saturdays and after classes. 
J can’t answer your question until 
you’ve proved yourself, 

Juprru: I will prove myself! Why, I 
won’t let a single customer walk out 
of this department without a new 
hat. 

Miss GRANI You wouldn’t 


say that if you’d been in this business 


{ Sour ly 


as long as I hav 


Jupiru: I’m sure it’s a marvelous 


business. I can’t imagine you’d 
ever have trouble with anybody 
Miss Granr (Dryly): It think 


I’ve no troubles, you should meet 


you 


Mrs. Hortense Livingston 
Juprru (Startled): Mrs 
The Mrs. Hortense 
(Miss 


always reading about 


” 
Livingston ® 
Livingston? 
I’m 


the 


(GRANT nods.) Gee, 
her in 


social column of the paper. 


Miss Grant: Mrs. Livingston pur- 


chased a dress from this store. She 
wore it to an affair out of town. 
(Shudders) Wouldn’t you know 
when the hostess opened the door, 
she had on an exact duplicate. 

Jupiru (Grins): Vil bet Mrs. Living- 
ston almost lost her eyebrows. 

Miss Grant: You should have heard 
her when she phoned me the next 
morning. (Sighs) I’ve offered to 


make a full refund when she returns 
(Sadly) But I’ve lost her 
She was the 


Now she’ll never make 


the dress. 


as a customer best 
one I had. 
another purchase in this store. 
pitu (Hopefully): If she does come 
in again, maybe I could float up to 
her, give her a big toothy smile and 

Miss Gran (Sleps to Jupiru, snatches 
dust cloth from her): If Hortense 
Livingston ever enters this store, 
you’d better take my advice. (M1ss 
(iRANT slarts for door. 

Juprru: Advice? 

Miss Grant (Turns to Jupren): Run 

for the nearest bomb shelter. (She 

Jupiru watches Miss Grant 

exit with 

Then Park SvrTopparp 

enters from right. Hi 


viously embarrassed. 


exits, 
considerable ~misgiwings. 
hesitantly 


pa USES, ob- 


Park (Al last speaks to Jeprru, whose 


hack is to him): Good morning. 


(Jupiriu swings around. She gazes 
at PARK in open surprise.) 

Juprru: Why — why 

Park (Grins weakly): Hello. 

Jupiru (Takes a step forward): My 
goodness, aren’t you Park Stoddard? 

Park (Nervously): | think so. (Ie 
pulls out handkerchief, wipes his fore- 
head. ) 

Jupirn (With increasing friendliness) : 
Why, you play football on our high 

(Smiles) I'm Judith 

We don’t attend the same 


schoo] 
Ashby. 
classes, but I’m always bumping into 
you in the halls, just like I was play- 
ing center for the opposition. 

Park (Nods): I thought I recognized 


team. 


you. 
Jupiru (Lnthusiastically): Everybody 
in school calls you “Iron Muscle’’ 





Stoddard. (Hesitates, as she gazes 

erttically at Park.) Although you 

certainly don’t look iron muscled at 

the moment. What do you want 
in here? 

Park (Wath effort 
saleslady. 

Jupiru: A saleslady? 

PARK, 
Iron Muscle, you have one! 

Park (Upset): Hey, wait! 

Juprru (Pulls Park to center): Um the 
girl you're looking for. 


I think I want a 


(Suddenly she 


dashes to grabs his arm.) 


Park: You mean you’d wait on me? 
JUDITH 


being as they are at the moment, 


With conviction): Conditions 
I’d wait on the Statue of Liberty. 

Park: But I didn’t know you worked 
in this store. 

Wath a flourish): 

I’ve 


Jupiru I’m one of 
the 


let's see, for several minutes. 


here for, 
Now, 


fixtures. been 
what’s on your mind? 

Park: I’m looking for something. 

Juprru: The lost and found depart- 
ment is on the second floor. 

Park ([nereasingly uneasy): 1 mean, 
I’m looking for a hat. 

Jupira: Sorry, Tron Muscle, but we 
don’t carry men’s hats. 

Park: Not a man’s hat. (Pause 
woman's hat. 

Juprru (Pays secant attention): If you’ ll 

(But she 

breaks off suddenly as she realizes 

She turns with 


What did you say? 


go down the street to 


what Park has said. 
a violent start. 
Park (Pained): I said I was looking 
for a woman’s hat. 
JupivH (Gazes unbelievingly at Park): 
Sud- 
denly Jupiru breaks into hilarious 


You’ (Park nods nervously. 


laughter, but she quickly attempts to 


hide her amusement.) Excuse me, 
Iron Muscle. For a minute you 
swept me off my feet, but not from 
a touchdown run. 

Park: I know it sounds unusual. 

Jupiru: Unusual? It sounds fantastic. 

Park: I have to buy a hat for my girl 
friend. 

Juprru (Suddenly): My goodness, then 
that makes you a legal customer! 
(Again she plunges at Park, grasps 
his arm. She pulls him toward chair 
in front of table left.) Come on, 
Iron Muscle! Sit down, sit down! 
(She roughly pushes a nervous and 
weakly protesting Park into chair.) 
You’re just the person I’ve been 
waiting for since the store opened. 
(She gazes happily at Park.) Now 
tell little Judith all about it. 

Park (With effort): While I was driving 
my girl to a party last week, the 

hat off. It 

(As an afterthought.) 


wind blew her was 


ruined. The 
hat 


Jupira (Nods understandingly): Uve 


not the wind. 


always said this was the windiest 
town in the state. 
Park: She was pretty mad my 
girl friend, not the wind. So was 
Now | have to get a 


(Pause) A hat 


her mother. 
replacement for her. 
not a mother. 

Jupiru: You certainly came to the 
right place, [ron Muscle. Our hats 
look perfect on everything from a 
parakeet to an elephant. 

Park (With sudden spirit): Betty isn’t 
an elephant. 

Jupiru: Betty? 

Park (Nods): Betty Livingston. She’s 
the girl I had the date with. The 
girl with a hat. 








Jupira (Lzeited): Gee, Betty Living- 
ston was our homecoming queen, 
wasn’t she? (Park nods.) I don’t 
know her personally, but she’s ter- 
ribly cute. So she’s your girl friend. 

ParK: She was my girl friend. But 
after this hat deal, her mother put 
her foot down. 

Jupiru (Nods sympathetically): That's 
the way some mothers are 
coming down feet-first. 

Park: You should have heard what 
she said. Not Betty, but her mother 

Mrs. Hortense Livingston. 

Juprru (Startled): Mrs. Hortense Liv- 
ingston? 

Park 


always 


Is Betty her daughter? 


(Nods): Do you know Mrs. 
Livingston? 

Jupiru: No, but I’ve heard enough 

about her to send the National 


(juard into action. (Then she smiles 
at PARK, pats him on the shoulder. 
Don’t you worry, Iron Muscle. We'll 
fix you up in no time 

Park (As Jupiru briskly to 
table): Thanks. I wish you would, 

Juprru (Who now stands before display 
of hats): Did you have something 
special in mind? 

Park (Sighs): The only thing | have 
in mind is getting back in the good 
graces of Mrs. Livingston. 

Juprru (Selects a large hat from table, 
holds it up for Park’s inspection): 
How do you like this hat? 

Park (Gazes at hat): I’m afraid it’s 
a bit too overwhelming. 

JupirH (Replaces hat on table 
Betty, | suppose you're right. 


MLOUCS 


kor 

(She 
selects a second hat from table, holds 
it up.) liow about this one? 

Park (Doubtfully): No, not exactly. 

Jupira (Breaks in): All right, so you 





don’t like it. (She drops hat on 
table, picks up a third. This one is 
small, smart and striking.) Take a 
look at this one, Iron Muscle. (She 
displays hat.) 

Park (His face suddenly lights up): 
Now, that’s more like it! (Holding 
hat, JupirH crosses to Park.) You 
know, it sort of reminds me of the 
one Betty was wearing — the night 
of the breeze. (Gazes with satis- 
faction at hat.) I believe she’d ap- 
prove of that one. 

Juprru (Hesitates): Are you sure, Lron 
Muscle? 

Park (Firmly): I’m positive. 

Jupirn (Somewhat upset): Well, 1 —I 

Park (Swiftly): Ul take it no mat- 
ter what it costs. (Bul for a moment 
Juprru doesn’t move. Park looks at 

What’s the mat- 

Don’t you want to make a sale? 

Juprru: | sure do. 

Only 


her questioningly. 
ter? 
lm 
(She pauses, then 
speaks with determination.) All right, 
Iron Muscle. You’re my first cus- 
tomer and I have to make good. 
If you want that hat, it’s yours. 
PARK (Hesitates. 
There’s just one thing missing. 
Jupiru: Something missing on this hat? 
Park: Yes. 


That’s what 
here for. 


(Grins): Great! 


Jupirn (With spirit): My goodness, 
what do you expect — strawberries 
and a barbecue pit? 

Park: I mean, it needs a veil. 

Juprra: A veil? 

Park (Nods): Betty’s hat was decor- 
ated with a little veil. 

JupbITH: Muscle, this hat 
supposed to have a veil. (Sighs. 
If you want a veil, I'll get a veil. 
(She hands the hat to 


[ron isn’t 


PARK. 








Here, hold it. Ill find something 
in the stock room. (She moves to 
door, turns to PARK.) 
drop that hat! 

Park (Meekly): Ll won’t. 

Jupiru: Remember, you’re not kicking 
goal for the extra point! (She evits. 
Park holds hat carefully, but awk- 
wardly. He turns the hat slowly as 
he examines it in detail. 


Don’t you 


Obviously 
he is entirely satisfied with his pur- 
chase. In a few moments Jupiru 
She carries a long length of 
veiling. Jvprru indicates veiling. 
This is all I could find. 
to PARK.) 


enters 


(She moves 

It’s too long, but we'll 

cut it down after we get a fit. (She 

takes hat from Park.) Now, we'll 
try it on. 

Park (Smiles gratefully): Say, I wish 
you would! It’ll give me an idea 
how 

Jupiru (Breaks in, surprised): Me try 
it on? (Firmly) Iron Muscle, you’re 
going to try it on. 

Park (With a violent start): What! 


Jupiru (With determination): Cer- 
tainly. (She moves behind Park’s 
chair 

Park: Now hold on! (fe starts to 


rise, but with one hand Juprru grabs 

his shoulder. 

into chair. 
Jupiru: Just relax 
Park: I can’t put that 


She forces him back 


Jeupiru (Cuts in): Did you ever hear ot 
anybody buying a hat without first 
trving it on? 

PARK No, but I 

Jupiru: So you'll have to substitute 
fol Betty. 

PARK 


JUDITH: 


\fler a pause 


Desperately): I tell you, I can’t 


Don’t Iron \fuscle 


argue, 





For years [’ve been selecting my 
own hats, and no saleslady ever 
sold me one before I’d first tried it on. 

Park: Good grief! 

Jupiru: Now hold still. 

Park: Is this necessary? 

Jupiru (Calmly and efficiently): Um 
We. sales- 
ladies have our unshakable rules. 

Park: You’re certainly shaking me! 

Juprru (Scoffs): That’s silly. 

Park (Greatly upset): | hadn’t counted 
on this. 


following instructions. 


Jupiru: When you’re buying a wom- 
an’s hat, you have 


She 


to be prepared 
for anything 
Park’s head.) Stop squirming, [ron 
Muscle. (Park is in silent agony, 
but completely helpless. With a flour- 
ish, Jupirn places the hat on Park’s 
head. The result is definitely startling. 
Jupiri ste ps in front of Park. She 
takes one look. and suddenly bursts 


raises hat above 


into a loud giggle. 

Park (Angrily): Stop laughing! 

Jupiru (Controls her mirth): Um sorry. 
It’s just that I’ve never seen you 

Iron Muscle. 
(She starts to giggle again.) 

Park (Allempts to remove hat): And 
you won’t again! 

Juprru (Swiftly and firmly holds hat on 
his head): No, you don’t, not yet! 
We have to see how it looks with a 
veil. 


wear a woman’s hat, 


I don’t 
only want to 


PARK: care how it looks! I 


Juprru (Cuts in with dignity): I care 
how it looks, and I’m your saleslady 

You 
(With 


hack into 


I’m here to wait on customers. 
have to show propel respect 


RK & mk: 


a hop li 88 8 igh ~? \ 
Now 


chair Juprru cover ha face 








and the hat with the length of veiling. 
She draws the ends back tightly, then 
firmly ties veil at the back of Park's 
neck, There is no way by which he 
can remove either veil or hat without 
assistance. Jupiru finishes her 
shattering project, then again steps in 
front of Park. 

sober and critical. ) 

Park (Threateningly): See here, if you 
laugh at me again 

Jupiru: I’m not laughing. If you 
want my opinion, Iron Muscle, the 
veil doesn’t do anything to that hat. 

Park (Groans): It doesn’t do anything 
to me! 

Jupiru (Thoughtfully): You might take 
a look at yourself. (Firmly) I don’t 
think you'll approve of the veil, 
either. 

Park (Jumps up): I don’t approve of 
anything! 

Jupiru (Always the efficient saleslady): 
You'll find a mirror in there. (She 
indicates door left.) 

Park (Desperately): Can’t I just buy 
the hat without looking at myself? 

Jupiru: It simply isn’t done, Lron 
Muscle. (She points to 
Through that door, please. 
sighs deeply. Then unhappily he 
moves lo door. He turns to Juprru.) 

Park (Grimly): All I can say is, there 
ought to be a law against women’s 
hats! (le exits, slamming door. 
Immediately Ween BARNES enters 
from right. She 
business folder. ) 

Heven (Brightly): Hello, Judith. 

Jupiriu (Swings around): Helen 
Helen Barnes! 

Heien: I thought I saw you back here. 

Juprru (Suddenly 


Her expression 18 


door.) 
(PARK 


carries a_ large 


excited): Darling, 


you’ve come to buy a hat! (Juprru 
leaps at HeLen, grasps her arm, 
starts to pull her toward table at right.) 
Here, let me show you — 

HELEN (Laughs, as she frees herself): 
Judith, stop it! 

Jupira: But Helen — 

Heven: Darling, I’m not buying a hat. 
I’m here to ask Miss Grant for an 
ad in our school annual. 

Jupirx (Disappointed): Is that all? 

HELEN: Sam Nelson came along with 
me. 

Jupira: Sam Nelson? 

He.en (Nods): You know, the editor 
of the school paper. (Smiles) I have 
a happy surprise for you. 

Jupiru (Stoully): Nothing will make 
me happy until I sell a hat. 

HELEN: Sam wants an interview with 
you. 

Jupirax (Showing more 
interview? With me? 

HeLen (Nods): All about your first 
day as a saleslady in this store. He 
thought it would make a cute feature 
in next week’s edition. 

Jupiru (Startled, 
goodness! 
SON enters. 


interest): An 


but pleased): My 

(Immediately SAM NEL- 

He carries a small note- 
book and pencil.) 

Sam (Breezily): Hi ya, Judith. 

Jupiru (Smiles): Hello, Sam. 

Sam: I’m looking for a story. 
Helen tell you? 

Juprru: Yes. 

Sam: It shouldn’t take long. If you’ll 
just answer a few questions for me 

Jupirn: Well, I 
you’d better get 
Miss Grant. 


Did 


(Suddenly) Sam, 
permission from 
She’s the boss. 

HeLEN (Glances around): Where is the 


great lady? 








Jupiru: Here in the store someplace. 

He_en (Jo Jupiru): Then we'll find 
her. (Turns to Sam.) I have to 
talk with Miss Grant, too. (She 
moves to right.) She ought to be 
receptive to an ad in the annual. 
(Sighs) Although she has already 
turned me down three times. 

Sam (7'o Juprru): We'll see you in a 
minute, Judith. 

HeLen: Unless Miss Grant tosses us 
out the front door. (HrLEN and 
Sam exit right. Her eyes bright, 
Jupiru watches them as they leave. 
Immediately there’s a 
motion offstage left. 
swings open. 


sharp com- 

The door at left 

Park plunges into the 

He still wears the hat and veil. 
He’s in utler panic.) 

Jupiru (Turns as PARK enters): Well, 
Iron Muscle? (With a start as she 
sees PARK’S expression.) Iron 
Muscle! (PARK groans.) 
look at yourself? 

Park (Wildly): Get me out of this 
thing! (/n vain he attempts to loosen 
the knot in veil.) 


room, 


Did you 


Get me out of it, 
I say! 

Jupiru (Crosses to Park): My good- 
ness, you are in a state. 

Park (T'rembles with anger): 1 took one 
look at myself, and I almost col- 
lapsed! 

Jupiru: You —- Iron Muscle? 

Park (Loudly): Untie this veil! I 
can’t do it by myself. (For a mo- 
ment Juprru doesn’t move. Don’t 
just stand there! 

Jupiru: Please, Iron Muscle, not so 
loud. (She sleps behind Park, pre- 
pares to untie the veil.) 

Park (Indicates A couple of 


women bounced in there to try on 


door): 


coats. They took one look at me, 
and screamed like a pair of Indians! 
(Wildly) Yor Pete’s sake, hurry. 

Jupiru (Fumbles knot in veil): 
From the very first I felt you 
wouldn’t like the veil effect. 

Park (Shouts loudly): 1 don’t like any 
of the effect! 
follows him.) 

Sam (As he 
in this sture, we can’t find 


with 


(Sam enters. HELEN 

Miss Grant’s 

(But 
he breaks off in horror as he looks at 
ParK.) Good grief! 

HELEN (Stops, then shrieks): 


look! 


enters): If 


Sam 


(Aghast, she points at Park. 


For a moment no one speaks. PARK 
stands frozen in horror.) 
Sam (At last, almost speechless): No! 


It can’t be! 
HELEN: It is! 
dard himself! 
Park (/Hotly): Now, you see here! 
Sam: I don’t believe it! 
Jupiru (With spirit): Certainly it’s 


It’s Iron Muscle Stod- 


Iron Muscle. He’s buying a hat. 
Heten: That one? (Gasps) Good 
heavens! (Suddenly Sam breaks into 


a wild laugh.) 
Park (Shouts al Sam): Stop it! (He Len 
begins to laugh uproariously.) 
Jupiru (Steps to center, speaks stoutly 
lo HELEN and Sam): He’s my first 
customer. 
I eLEN at PARK): 
This can’t be real. [’m seeing things. 


(Continues lo gaze 
It’s a mirage. 

Jupiru (To Heven): I see 
funny about this. 

IH eLEN 


nothing 

(Again bursts into laughter): 
Then you haven't taken a good look 
at him! 

Park (Desperately 
Kverybody get out! 


: Get out of here! 





Sam (Suddenly): What a story for the 
school paper! 
Park: School paper? (/otly) If you 
so much as dare to 
Sam (Culs in enthusiastically): Can’t 
you see the flaming headlines? “Tron 
Muscle Stoddard Selects New Hat 
for Next Saturday’s Crucial Game.” 
Park (Wildly, to Sam): You shut up! 
HeLen (lMascinated, as she continues to 
Park He's in 
Look at that veil! 
(Snickers loudly): All he 
now is a basket of flowers 
Park (/n fury as he 


raises his 


look: at evening 
clothes 


SAM needs 


sleps lo SAM, 

fist menacingly 
out of here or Vl 

Jupiru (Rushes lo Park, 


arm): Iron Muscle, don’t! 


Park (Roughly pushe 


You get 


grasps his 
Jt Ditit asue, 

- Sam Nelson, if 

this, [I 


(Miss Grant enters hurriedly 


steps closer lo SAM 

you print one word of 

Sha 
stops abruptly, takes one long look at 
PARK, then shriel-s in horror Vil turn 
toward her. 

Miss Grant (Wildly, a 
Park): What’s that’ 


she por nts lo 


Jupirn (To Miss Granv, with spirit 
My first. customer 

Sam (Wath hilarity): 
darling? (Miss Grant ts speechless 

Park (Jn panic, as he allempls to un- 


Isn’t he simply 


fasten veil): Somebody untie this 


thing! 
HELEN (Gleefully): We 
fainted from shock. 


can’t We've 


Miss Granv (Lee Gains her Spee ch, as she 


Judith Ashby, 
are you responsible for this exhi- 


plunges to Jupren 
bition? 

He Len: Exhibition? It’s a three-ring 

circus! 


Miss Grant (7'o Juprru): Judith, did 
you do this? 
Park (Shouts at 
say she did! 
HELEN (Near hysteria): If we only had 

his picture, we’d hang it in the 
study hall. 
SAM: 


Miss Grant): I'll 


very freshman would quit 
school! 

IHeLen: They’d have to fumigate the 
building! 

Miss Grant (Furiously, to Jupira 
So you're responsible! 

Jupirn (To Miss Grant): I 

Miss Grant (70 Jupiri): Young lady, 
you're fired! 

Jupren (Aghast): Fired? 

Miss Grant: As of now. This minute! 

Juprru (Shocked): But Miss Grant 

Park (Wildly, to Miss Grant 
yapping and untie this veil! 

Mtss 


Jupiriu 


: Stop 


(aranr (Continues to speak to 
: You’ll get one day’s wages 
and you'll leave this store as soon 

as | get your pay! (Miss Grant 
moves swiftly toward door.) 

Park (With a loud groan): Come to 
my rescue, somebody! 

Juprru (Completely unnerved, as she 

starts to follow Miss Grant): Miss 

Grant, please! (Miss Grant exits 
Immediately the voice of Mrs. Hor- 
TENSE LIVINGSTON ts heard.) 

Horrense (explosively, from off right 
Where is 


Where is she, I say! 


(Her voice nears 
Where’s Miss 
the room 
Tell her I want to 
Tell her that Mrs. Hortense 


Livingston demands her immediate 


she? 


Grant? (Those in furn 
toward right. 


see her 


presence! 
Jupiri : It’s Mrs. 


(PARK groans wildly. 


Clasps Livingston! 





HeLeN: Mrs. Livingston? 

Jupiru (Breathlessly): Hortense the 
Terrible! (Jn panic) Run for the 
bomb shelter —- everybody! (Thor- 
oughly alarmed, Jupiru backs up- 
stage left. 


fusion. 


PARK ts in complele con- 
He looks wildly around the 
room, then dives to the far side of 
table. He drops on his knees in an 
effort to hide behind the enclosed end 
of table. However, the hat he wears is 
on a level with top of table. 
and Sam back upstage. 


{ELEN 

HoORTENSE 
charges into room from right. She 
carries a sutthox.) 

HorvreNnseE (Calls as she enters): Miss 
Grant! Miss Grant! (Horrense 
yazes around the room.) Where is she? 

Jupiru (Steps forward cautiously 
Were you looking for somebody? 

Horvrense: | am Mrs. Hortense Liv- 
ingston. I want an immediate re- 

jund on this dress! (She indicates 

suithbox.) What is more, [| shall never 

trade in this store again as long as I 

breathe. In addition, when I get 

through with that Miss Grant char- 
acter — (Horrense breaks off ab- 

She has hat 

vhich Park is wearing. From her lo- 


ruptly. now seen the 

HortrENSE does not discover 
Park, only the lop of the hat. Hor- 
fENSE drops suitbox to floor, points 
to hat.) Vhat hat! 

Jupiru (Turns, gazes at hal on Park’s 
head): Over there? 


cation, 


HorvrenseE (Takes a ste Pp forward) - It’s 


just what I want! 
Jupirn (With a gasp): My goodness! 
Horrense (Her eyes still on hat): I’ve 
never seen anything like it. 
Chucl li 8): 


else, 


SAM Neither has anybody 


HorvrENSE: It’s exactly what I’ve been 
looking for. (Takes another step 
I want it and [ shall 


MLOVES 


toward tabli 
have it. (She 
I'll take it with 
bill and I shall 


reaches table, 


nearer hat.) 
Send 

(But as Wortense 
Park suddenly rises. 
HORTENSE sfops in then 
shrieks wildly. Immediately Muss 


(GARANT rushes inlo room. 


me, me a 


horror, 


She stops, 
frozen.) 

Park (7'o0 Horvrense, 
smile): Hello, Mrs. Livingston. 

HorvTENSE (Aghast): Oh, no! 

Park: Oh, yes 

What on 


with a weak 


HORTENSE: earth you 
doing? 
HELEN (Speaks brightly 


ing his trousseau. 


He’s select- 


Miss Gran (Steps forward, speaks to 
HorreNnsk): Mrs. Livingston, pay 
no attention 

Sam (Grins at Horrense): We know 
exactly how you feel, madam. 

Miss Grant (7'o Horrense): If you 
Wish to speak to me 

HorvreNseE (Points to hat which is still 

Park’s head): | that 


hat! (Significantly, to Miss Grant.) 


tied on want 
Even if it does come from this store. 
Jupirn (T'o Horrense): I’ve 
sold it to lron Muscle. 
Sam (Grins): It’s the latest 
football helmets. 
To the 
she gazes at hat): | 


already 
model in 
Hort ENSE world alt larqe, (1s 
must have it, | 

tell you. 
Jupiru (To Then 

(She 


you'll 


indi- 


}LORTENSE) 
have to deal with him. 
PARK Horrensé turns to 
PARK.) 
Park (T'o 
ston, I 


cales 


HorTENSE): Mrs. Li 


live 


bought this hat for Betty 





Horvrense (Shocked): 


Betty my 
daughter? 

Park: To take the place of the hat 
which was ruined. 

Horvrense (To Park): Then it belongs 
to you? 

PARK (Swallows): Yes 

(Suddenly excited): 
you're wonderful! 

Park (Shocked): Wonderful? 

Sam (Gleefully): We’s sweet and dainty, 


too 


Hor?TENSE 


Park, 


Hortense (Sleps to Park): Let 


have that hat and you can 


me 
(She 
Pause 8.) 
Park (7'o Horrenss): | can what? 
Breathl ssly You 
date Betty as often as you wish 
Park (/lated): Mrs. Livingston! 


you mean that? 


HlorrTENSE can 


Do 


HorreENSE Nods): | mean whatever ] 


say. 


Miss Granv (Steps forward grimly, 
\irs 

(HORTENSE 
turns questioningly to Miss Grant.) 


speaks lo HORTENSE): Living- 


ston, just a minute 
The young man does not own that 
hat. 

Horrense (With a start): What did 
you say? 

Joprru (To Miss Granr): Miss Grant, 
I told Iron Muscle he could have it 
He was my first customer. 

Miss Grant (Firmly, to Juprru): You 
are not connected with my store, 
Judith Ashby. I’ve fired you. There- 
fore, I refuse to recognize any trans- 
action you may have made verbally. 

Horrenst (Turns angrily to Miss 


- Hold on, Miss 
3 GRAN’ 


GGRANI 
Mis : The 
young man did not pay for that hat. 
It still 


Cirant 
Draws herse lf up) 


constitutes merchandise in 


this store. I am not selling it. (Sig- 
nificantly) Not to you, Mrs. Living- 
ston. 

Hortense (Sputters): Why why! 

Jupirn (Suddenly, to Miss Grant): 
Miss Grant 

Miss Grant: Keep out of this, Judith. 

Jupiru (Desperately): That hat doesn’t 
belong to this store. 

Miss Grant (Suddenly turns to 
Juprru): What’s that? 

Jupiru (With effort): The hat belongs 
to me. 

Miss Granv (Aghast): To you? 

Juprru (Nods): I laid it on the display 
table when I work this 
morning. It was the one hat [ron 
Musele liked. 
first customer 

(To Juprru, in sudden 

triumph): If the hat’s yours, I can 

buy it! 


came to 
Because he was my 


Horrenseé 


Juprru (To Horrense): I don’t want 
that I’m fired. It’s 
my best hat and I have to keep it. 
Horrense (Jo Juprru): Young lady, 
if you were still working here, would 
you sell it? 
Juprru (Hesitantly 
HorTENSE 


to sell it, now 


: Yes. 

Turns, steps to Miss 

GRANT): Miss Grant, if you will re- 

hire this young lady, I’ll start trading 

at this store again. ll run up an 
account with you that will look like 
the national debt. 

Miss Grant (Amazed): You will? 

Horrense: On my word of honor. 

Miss Granv (Weakens): Maybe 

Horrense: It’s up to you, Miss Grant 

Miss GRANY (/lesitates, then turns to 
Juprru with a smile): Judith, you’re 
on the payroll. 

Juprru (Beams): Miss Grant! 





Park (Groans as he drops into chair in 
front of table): All right, all right, 
everybody’s happy. (Desperately) 
Will somebody please get me out of 
this thing? 

Sam (Steps forward with a broad grin): 
Not until we get a picture of you, 
Iron Muscle. 

Hortense (Turns to Sam): Just who 
are you, young man? 

Sam: I’m editor of the high school 
paper. I’m writing up the entire 

(HoORTENSE gasps.) It’ll be 

the biggest news item since the San 

Francisco earthquake. 


story. 


Horrense: Do you mean you expect 
to print an article on this affair? 

Heven (7'o0 Hortense): With names 
and dates, and a banner heading 
across Page One. 

Hortense (Sputters): It’s impossible! 
I refuse to be a part of such pub- 
licity. Consider who I am! 

Sam: That’s just it. (Grins) Maybe 
we'll use your picture, too. 

Hortense: No, no! (Desperately) Uli 
do anything 

Park (Rises wildly): Then get me out 
of this hat! 

Heien (Suddenly, to Hortense): Mrs. 
Livingston, I’m selling advertising 
space in the school annual. If Sam 
doesn’t print this story, will you buy 
an ad? 

Horrense: Buy an ad? I'll take an 
entire page. 

HELEN (Overjoyed): Mrs. Livingston! 

Horvrense: The ad will be a recom- 
mendation for this store under 

my signature. (Miss GRANT beams 

happily.) Vil write a testimonial. 

I’|l sign an affidavit. 


Sam (Suddenly, to Hortense): What 
about the story I don’t print? 
out on a limb ~ hatless. 

Horrense (7'0 Sam): Then I'll buy 
you a hat. 

Park (With a malicious grin): Ex- 
actly! A woman’s hat! (PARK 
dashes to Sam, grabs his arm.) 

Sam (Yells in horror): Wait a minute! 
(ParK holds SaM firmly. HELEN nods 
in approval. Quickly Juprru goes to 
PARK’S assistance. 


I’m 


She and Park 
lead a wildly protesting Sam to chair 
at table.) Don’t! Stop it! (Now 
HELEN gleefully joins them. Juprru, 
Park and HELEN force Sam into 
chair.) 

Hortense (7'0 Miss Grant): Find the 
young 
colorful. 

Heven (7'0 Miss Grant, as SAM 
groans): With flowers and feathers 

Miss Grant: I have just the model. 
(Miss Grant rushes to table, picks 
up a heavily decorated hat.) 

Sam (Shrieks): I won’t, I tell you! 
(Miss GRANT moves to SAM with the 
hat.) 

Juprrn (Suddenly, to Miss Gran’): 
Miss Grant 

Miss Grant (Beams at Jupiru): Yes, 
dear? 

Jupiru: We'll tie down that hat with 
a ten yard veil! (Sam yells wildly. 
Miss GRAN’ starts to place hat on 
Sam’s head. Jupiru, HELEN 

hold Sam_ firmly in 


man something large and 


and 


PARK chair. 


Horvense looks on with majestic ap- 


proval. The curtain quiclly falls. 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 12) 
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The Sun Bride 


by Robert St. Clair 


Characters 


Kerr ERWIN, a young professor of 


archaeology 
IXATHRYN ERWIN, his sister 
Mary Bares, Kathryn’s assistant 
Boy STUDEN1 
(GIRL STUDENT 
Por Dekker, an elderly custodian 


Cutana Moo, a Mayan priestess of 


the sun 
Mayan Hicu Priest 
Mayan NATIVE 
MAYAN SOLDIER 


SCENE | 
‘Time: Late afte rnoon, 
Serrine: The Mayan room in a large 
MUSEUM, A small count r and a re ad- 
ing table are at right. At left and up- 
stage center are two large, curtained 
display cases. Between the cases is a 


display table. 


Av Ruse: Kerri is standing in front of 


the display table, describing to 2 


SruDeNts @ large cardboard cutout of 


a Mayan temple, which leans against 
the table. Werru holds a leather brief- 
case; the students hold notebooks. Be- 
hind the counter, WATURYN ts check- 
ing the ledger. Many ts getting several 
hooks from the reading table, and tak- 
ing them toward the counter. 

Kerrn ([n his best classroom manner): 
This is a replica of the ancient sacri- 
ficial temple at Chichen Itza. It 
was here that the Mayan priests 
offered up human sacrifices to the 
sun god, Kinich Ahau. 


GIRL STUDENT (./otting this down in her 

They blood- 
thirsty bunch of characters, weren't 
they, professor? 

Keira (Pointing to the painted sacri- 
ficial block on the cutout): Notice the 
little block standing close to the 


notebook): were a 


main entrance on the platform at 

the top of the stairs? That is the 

sacrificial stone. It was made of 

limestone. The top was convex, so 
it would fit snugly into the hollow of 
the unfortunate victim’s back. 

Boy Srupenr (Writing this in his 
notebook): How’d they kill ’em, Pro- 
fessor Erwin? 

Kerru (Crossing slowly to downstage 
left, with the boy on one side of him; 
the girl, on the other): With obsidian 
knives. At 
ceremony, the high priest would 
plunge the weapon into the victim’s 


the conclusion of the 


left side, then tear out the heart. 
Shortly afterward, the image of the 
sun god would be bathed in the 
blood. 

Girt (Shuddering 
fectly gruesome! 

Boy (To Kerru): What happened to 
the -— remains? 

KeiruH: The body would be tossed 
down to the waiting populace, who 


: Golly! How per- 


limb from limb so that all 
could devour pieces of the flesh. 

Guru (Suddenly feeling a trifle “green’’): 
Revolting! Ugh! 

Boy (70 Kerru): Why’d they do that, 
Professor? 


tore it 





Keiru (Shrugging): They did it in the 
belief that he who partook of the 
flesh of the sacrifice would attain a 
certain amount of the divinity, with 
which such religious sacrifices were 
supposed to be endowed. 

Giri: Can’t we see something more 
cheerful, Professor? I’m getting kind 
of sick! (The stage lights start to 
dim down a bit.) 

Keirnu (Smiling): All right, Janice. 
Let’s take a look at the wax figures. 
(/1e starts off behind the display case, 
supposedly going to show them one 
offstage. The Sruvenrs follow.) In 
that case, you'll see a Mayan native 
demonstrating the method they used 
in carving glyphs on 
blocks. (//e continues muttering in 
ad lib offstage. ) 

Karuryn (70 Mary, as she puts the 
ledger away underneath the desk): | 
wonder why he didn’t take them 
direct to Chiana Moo? 

Mary (Puzzled): Chiana Moo? 

Katruryn (Nods a smiling affirmative): 
Yes. Didn’t you know? My brainy 
brother’s fascinated by the Lady 
Chiana Moo. 

Mary (Disbelievingly): You're kidding! 

Katuryn: No, I’m not. (Crosses to 
the reading table to turn on the lamp) 
It’s become almost an obsession with 
him — ever since he read her life 
history in one of our books. Poor 
Keith. He’s always been a dreamer 

- always loved anything that had to 
do with the past. 
centrated on civilizations 
and become a professor of archae- 
ology at the University at times 
I think he’s gradually losing all 
touch with reality. 


limestone 


Since he’s con- 
ancient 


(Sighs, shakes 


her head and goes back to the desk) 

Mary: That sounds bad. (Turns on 
the desk lamp on the desk. KavuryNn 
pauses in front of the desk.) 

Katruryn: It is, and I’m worried about 
him. 

Mary (Looking off. Kerru’s muffled 
voice is still heard describing some- 
thing.) How old is he? 

KaTtHRYN (Also looking offstage): 
Twenty-seven. 

Mary: He is good-looking. I’m sur- 
prised some girl hasn’t hooked him 
long before this. (Glances at her 
watch, then reaches under the desk for 
her hat and purse) 

KatTuryN (Dryly): Keith won’t even 
look at a human gir! since he’s fallen 
in love with Chiana Moo. 

Mary (Aghast): Since he’s fallen in 
love with Say! 
a psychiatrist 


He ought to see 

before he flips! 
(KKATHRYN is about to make a retort, 
but stops as IWerru re-enters. 

Kerru (Speaking as he enters, followed 
by the SvrupDENTsS, and pauses in 
front of the case down left) \ moment 
ago, the 
knives. Here you'll see a man in the 
process of making one. (He pulls the 
curtain, standing on one side of the 
case; the STUDENTS stand on the other 
side. A brown-skinned young man 
with black headband, 
nude except for a loin cloth and small 
leather apron, is knecling in front of 
a large rock, on which he is “arrested” 
in the motion of pounding a piece of 
obsidian into the shape of a knife.) 

Giri: The figure surely looks lifelike! 

Boy: Yes, and sort of mean. 


I mentioned sacrificial 


hair and a 


Keira: Notice how he is pounding the 
obsidian into shape? 





Gir. (Writing it down in her notebook. 
Mary, watching him with a new 
curiosity, puts on her hat): That tool 
he’s using is made of copper, isn’t it? 

Keira: Yes. (Pulling the curtain shut) 

Boy (T'o Kerri): Now let’s see Chiana 
Moo. 

Kern (Startled. Karuryn and Mary 
exchange significant looks): Chiana 
Moo? 

Boy: Yes. The one you told us about 
in class the other day — the priestess 
of the sun, 

Kerr Yes, of 
(Crosses toward the center case. 
Boy and Giru follow) 

Karuryn (To Mary, in a loud, half- 
whisper): Wateh this! 


(Nervously): 


course. 


The 


Girt: | was at home sick when you 
gave that lecture, Professor, but | 
hear it was very interesting. 

Boy (To the (IRL, eager to show his 

Her skeleton 


earthed at Chichen Itza a couple of 


knowledge): was un- 
years ago. 

Kerri: Together with a number of 

untortunate 

aT pulls the 


At the same 


tablets on which her 
history was inscribed. 
curtain aside. time, the 
rose-colored spotlight comes on to high- 
light the figure of the lovely, black- 
haired girl standing within the case 
She wears a flowing gown of royal 
blue. The sleeves and hem are fringed 


Her head is held high; her 


hands are crossed delicately over her 


in red. 


breast. She makes a striking picture 
Boy: Holy smoke! the 
Gir: Ul bet she was never that pretty 


She’s most! 
in real life. 

Kerru (Softly, looking at the figure with 
something akin to awe in his eyes 


She must have been. 


GirL: How was she “unfortunate,” 
Professor? 


Kerru (Tearing his eyes away from the 


jigure; forcing his voice to sound 
normal): You see, the High Priest 
had selected her as a bride of the 
sun god. 
signified 


The “wedding” would be 
by her the 
However, the lady 


death on 
sacrificial altar. 
Moo 
lowly worker in copper, a man by the 
name of Makon Chan. 


Chiana was in love with a 

In an effort 
to escape together, they were ap- 
prehended by the priest and 

SOY his 


(Interrupting, looking at 


watch. During this, the stage lights 

dim a trifle more): Woly smoke! It’s 
almost dinner time. 

KATHRYN: The museum will soon be 

> hi ra quich, lool 


| 
M AY 


has taken her compact out of her purse 


closed. (Kerri give 


as she oes hehind the desk. 


and 1s now applying lipstick.) 
Gir: | guess we’d better go. (Start 
putting her notebook: and pencil in her 
overly-large purse 


1 didn’t 


Was getting so late. 


Kerr: I’m sorry. realize it 
| hope you can 
write your reports tonight so you 
can read them in front of the class 
tomorrow. I’m going to stay here a 
while I’ve 


to do 


SOE reading I want 
(He pulls the curtain shut and 

the POSE -colored : potlight qoe 
Boy: Okay, 


morrow, 


s oul 
Professor see 
(Ile and the 
toward the entrance 
Girt: Thanks for 
time. 
soy: Yes 


Chinna 


you oO 
Guinn start 
ViVINEG US SO much 
It was very interesting 
specially that part about 
VI oo. 


you doing tonight? 


Sav. Janice, wWhint re 





JANICE (As they exit, left, behind the 
exhibit case): Nothing, outside of 
making out my report. Why, Bill? 
What’d you have in mind? (He 
asks her for a date in low-voiced ad 
lib, off left. During this, Kerri 
crosses toward the desk, smiling at 
KATHRYN.) 

Kerru: Hi, Kathryn. Hello, Mary. 

Karuryn: Hello, Keith. 

Mary: I was wondering when you 
were going to speak to us. You 
don’t look so good, if you don’t 
mind my saying so. Maybe you’ve 
been working too hard. 

KatTuryN: You can say that again. 
I’ll bet he didn’t have three hours 
sleep last night. 

Keiru (Smiling; putting his briefcase 
on the desk): You’re wrong, sis, I 

had four. (Sobering) [ am tired. 

Mary: Then you ought to do what 
I’m going to do go home, eat 
dinner, watch a little TV, and try 
to be in bed before ten. (Comes out 
from behind the counter and crosses 
center.) 

Kerru: Afraid I can’t tonight. I have 
to prepare another lecture to deliver 
in class A.M. (To 


me have that book 


tomorrow 
KATHRYN) Let 


I was looking at yesterday, will you, 


oe 
sis? 


You said you’d keep it out for 
me. 

KATHRYN (Getting a large book from in 
under the desk): Okay, but it’s closing 
time, and you’re not allowed to take 
it out of the museum, you know. 

Kerr: That’s all right. [’ll make my 
notes here. (Takes the book from her 
and opens it) 

Mary: Good night, Kathryn. See you 
mafiana, (Starts toward eru, left) 


KaruryNn: Good night, Mary. (Gets 
her hat and purse from under the desk.) 

Kerr (Absently; looking at the book): 
Good night. 

Mary (Pausing, smiling significantly): 
She’s really beautiful, isn’t she, Pro- 
fessor? 

Kerri (Turning; puzzed): Eh? 

Mary: Chiana Moo. Too bad she’s 
only a wax figure. I’m really sorry 
about that. (Giggles as she exits, 
behind the exhibit case.) 

Kerrn (Astonished): Now, what 
she mean by that? 

Karuryn (Nervously; guiltily): ('m 
sure / don’t know. (Por Dekker 
enters, a rather strange old man, given 
to imagining things. Grateful for the 
chang 


did 


of subject his appearance 
affords, KATHRYN continues. 
evening, Pop. 


(,o0d 


Por (Crossing slowly toward the desi 
(,ood evening, Miss Erwin. 

KATHRYN Keirn): You 
know my brother, don’t you? Pro- 


fessor 


(Indicating 


Por (Interrupting): Sure. How are 
you, Professor? 

Kerri: Fine, thanks. (Picks up his 
briefcase and crosses toward the read- 
ing table, on which he places the brief- 
case and book. During this, the stage 
lights dim some more.) 

Katuryn (7'0 Pop): He wants to stay 
here for a little while and do some 
work. Will that be all right, do you 
think? 

Por: I guess so, long as none of the 
directors find out. When he’s all 
through, he can leave by the side 
door in the next room. 
spring lock on the inside. 

Kerri: Thanks, Mr. Dekker.  [’ll 


That has a 





only be an hour or so, and I’!l only 
need the light on the table here. 
(Opens the briefcase to get his note- 
book and pencil) 

Pop (Crossing closer to him. KaTuryNn 
is putting on her hat): Stay as long 
as you like for all of me. The clean- 
ing people won’t be in until early 
in the morning, so nobody’!| bother 
you, except maybe the 
themselves! (Indicating 


exhibits 

the two 
cases ) 

KeirH (Quickly): What did you say? 

KaturyYN (Admonishingly): Now, Pop 

Pop (To Kerrnu, his voice taking on a 
confidential, mysterious quality): You 
won’t believe me, but what I’m 
gonna tell you is the truth. Every 
once in a while, those figures come 
to life, Professor, and then it gets 
real lively in here. 
(Chuckles, lowly) 

KATHRYN (Coming out from behind the 
desk; quickly picking up her purse): 
Don’t pay any attention to him, 
Keith! 

Keiru: Just minute. (To 
What makes you say that? 


Yes, siree! 


a Pop) 


Pope (/nterrupting): I’ve seen ’em, Pro- 


fessor, seen ’em with my own eyes, 
when it was real dark, except for 
the moonlight coming through the 
windows there. (Nodding out front.) 
I’m telling you, it’s enough to make 
your hair stand straight up, like the 
heckles on a dog’s back, you know. 


KATHRYN For heaven’s 
sake! 

Keitrn (Smiling): Now, 
terrupt him, Kathryn. I’m in- 
terested. (7’o Pop) Does this happen 
at any specified time? 


Pop: On the night of the full moon. 


(Irritably) : 


don’t in- 
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Keira: The moon is supposed to be 
full tonight. 

Por (Nodding affirmative) : 
That’s why I’m tellin’ you about it, 
so you won’t be surprised. 
step right out of their cases. 

KATHRYN (/nterrupting): Stop it, Pop! 
You know you’re just making all 
that up. 

Por: You think so, do you? You'll 
find out. (7’o Kerru) Nobody be- 
lieves me because nobody’s seen ’em 
but me. 


a slow 


They 


Everybody says I just get 
lonely and imagine things when the 
place is empty and I’m making my 
rounds. I don’t care what they say. 
I’ve seen what I’ve seen and [ know 
what I know. They’ll have to believe 
it if the same thing happens to you. 
(To Katuryn) I’m going to lock up 
now and make the rounds. Every- 
body’s out now but you two, [ guess. 
(Exits. Karuryn and Keiru watch 
him until he is out of sight; then, 
Keiru smiles and turns back to her.) 

Keiru: What was he trying to do, 
throw a scare into me, do you sup- 
pose? (He takes off his jacket and 
puts it over the back of the chair.) 

Katuryn: No. Pop has a lot of queer 
ideas. Nobody around here pays 

any attention to him. What 

you going to about 

(Crosses to the 


are 
do dinner? 


de 8 k 
desk lamp. As 


to turn out the 
does this, the 
stage darkens some more) 


she 


Keiru: I had a snack on my way here. 


KATHRYN: What time will you be 
home? 

Keira: In a couple of hours or so. 
(Gets his glasses out of his jacket 
pocket and puts them on.) 


KaTHRYN: I wish you could get to 





bed early for a change. 
back to the table) 

Kerru: I wish so, too. Even when I 
was sleeping last night I had the 
most disturbing dreams. 
little and sits at the table) 

KarukyN: What kind of dreams? 

Kein (With Well, they 
were mostly about Chiana Moo. 

KatunyNn (Worriedly): Oh, Keith! 

Kern: And Makon Chan. 

KATHRYN (Puzzled): Makon Chan? 

Keren (Nodding “yes’’): The copper- 

love with. It’s 

in this book. (/ndicating 
the book) Vhat’s one of the reasons 


(Crossing 


(Yawns a 


reluctance ) : 


smith she was in 
all here 


1 wanted to go through it again. 
(Self-consciously) You 
dreamed that / was Makon Chan. 
KATHRYN (Aghast): You dreamed that 
you (Worrtedly) Keith! 
You’d better get hold of yourself. 
Do you want to be like Pop Dekker? 


see, SIS, | 


were 


People’ll be saying you're off your 
rocker next! 


Kern (Frowning; opening the book to 
Now, 
nothing to worry about, sis. 


find a certain page): there’s 
After 
You’d 
better go home so I can start to work. 
KATHRYN: Okay, but 


all, it was only a dream. 


if you're not 
there by nine o’clock, I’m coming 
back to get you. Is that clear? 

Kern (Grinning up at her): Vil be 
there. (Yawning again) Ho-hum! 

KatunyN: Look at you. Already, you 
can hardly keep your eyes open. 
(With a sudden idea) Take the book 
home, Keith. Nobody’ll know, and 
I can bring it back in the morning. 
That way, you could 

Kern (/nterrupting): No. 1 don’t 
want vou to break any rules. If 


anybody found out, you’d lose your 
job. Anyway, I’m settled now, and 
if I find myself getting too sleepy 
I’ll knock off. 
KATHRYN: That’s a promise now? (//e 
nods a slow ‘‘yes.”’ She goes around 
behind the table and pats him on the 
Okay. 
You do what you think’s best. But, 
remember, if you’re not home by 
nine, I’m coming to fetch you. See 
you then, (Crosses toward the exit) 
Kern: See you then. (She exits. 
He yawns, stretches, leans his elbows 
on the table and starts to read. During 
this, KATHRYN’s voice is heard saying 
offstage, “Good night, Pop.” Por’s 
voice answers her; there is the sound of 
a large door being closed; then, all 
is silent for a slow count of fe. 
Following this, the distant sound of 
music fades in 
Suddenly, 


shoulder as she continues.) 


weird, mysterious 


music. Pop’s voice is 


heard) 
Por (Offstage, 
speaker. 


or coming over a loud 
In a mysterious tone): Vve 
seen ’em, Professor seen ’em with 
(nITH 
quickly, but no one ts in sight. 


my own eyes! looks up, 
The 
voice must have been within his own 
mind. Again, he yawns; again, he 
looks at the bool:. During this, the 
music becomes a trifle louder, but 
Kerri His head 
droops; his eyes close; he jerks his 


doesn’t notice. 
head up, trying to concentrate on the 
Then, out of the 


now envelops everything ex- 


hool:. 
which 
cepl the 


darkness 


reading table, Por’s voice 
comes again) Seen ’em with my own 
eyes, When it was real dark, except 
for the moonlight coming through 


the window there. (Quickly, Kerri 





looks straight front. A bluish radiance 
While he is 


staring at the “‘moonlight,”’ a tom-tom 


slowly comes up. 


effect fades in offstage, beating a weird 
rhythm in time to the music. WKeiru 
shakes off his strange feelings and 
turns to the book again. His eyes are 
filled with sleep; his head droops, and 
he rests it on his outstretched arms. 
Another slow count of five; then, the 
voce of CHtana Moo is heard.) 
Cutana Moo (The voice seems to com 
from within the case upstage. Softly; 
imperatively): Makon Chan! Makon 
Chan! (Kerru straightens, quickly; 
Here, he 


ponders a moment; then, suddenly 


looking toward the case. 


pulls the curtain aside and gasps as 
The 


music and tom-tom quicken; the sound 


he sees that the case is empty! 


Grows louder.) 

Kein: Chiana Moo! She’s gone! 
(He stands there with his back to the 
case down left, staring at the empty case 
as if frozen in his tracks. He does not 
see the figure of the Mayan Native 
as he parts the curtain on the case 
down left, stealthily emerges and creeps 
upstage, holding his copper hammer 
in a threatening attitude. However, 

just as the figure gets close to him, 

Kerri senses something and turns. 
(;00d 

Oh-h-h! 

pain as th 


exclaims. ) 
It’s true! | 


(Groans in 


Gaspingly, he 
heavens! 
sudden 
Mayan Native gives him what ap- 
pears to be a murderous blow on the 
head with the KEITH 


sinks to his knees and then falls face 


hammer. As 


forward, the lights go out, the curtains 
hut the 
continue, now very loud.) 


CURTAIN 


close. music and = tom-tom 


SCENE 2 

Time: Morning; ancient Maya. 

SerrinG: The home of Chiana Moo’'s 
mother. The back draperies are parted 
to show a stone parapet and blue sky. 
The only piece of furniture is a long, 
low stone bench, down right center. 

Ar Ruse: Kerrn is lying on the bench, 
wearing a Maya tunic and sandals. 
Cutana Moo 
gently bathing his head with water 
from an bowl. The 
Mayan Native stands at left of 
bench, arms folded across his chest, 
gazing at Kerri with inscrutable eyes 
The stage lights are full up. The music 


kneels beside him, 


earthenware 


and tom-tom, which have formed a 
bridge between the scenes, fade away. 
As the curtain rises, Kerr stirs. 

Cutana Moo: Makon Chan! Open 
your eyes, my beloved, and speak 
to Chiana Moo. 

Keir (Groaning; putting his hand to 
his head): Oh! My head! 

Cutana Moo: The wound is only skin 
deep, beloved. [t will quickly heal 

the cloth the 
Mayan Native who bows and exits 
with it, down left.) 

Kern (Struggling to sit upright): What 
did that guy hit me with? It felt 
like (Suddenly recognizing her) 
Say! 


(Gives and bowl to 


How did you get out of your 
case? 
Cutana Moo (Puzzled. 


sik. wedi 
Case’ 


Kerr: In 


Rising): 


the 
(Looking straight front and up) Hey! 
It’s daylight, isn’t it? 

CHtana Moo: I 
through the night. 

Kern: Then I 


for 


museum, of course 


have nursed you 


must have been out 


(Rising, looking quickly around 








the room) What happened? Where 
am I? How did I get out of the 
Mayan room in the — ? 

Cutana Moo (Interrupting): This is 
my Mother’s home. Praise to Ah 
Puch, lord of the underworld, for 
your recovery, Makon Chan. 

Kerrn (Startled): Makon Chan? 
you call me Makon Chan? 

Cutana Moo (Backing away to center. 
Puzzled by his strange reactions): Aye. 
What else should I call you? 

Keirn (Muttering his puzzled thoughts 
aloud): I'm dreaming. I must be. 
(Taking a quick step closer to her) 
What is this place? 

Cutana Moo: I told you. My mother’s 
home. 

Keiru: No, no. | mean, what section 
of the country are we in? 

Cutana Moo: Klinichican. 

Keiru (Explosively): Klinichican? 

Cutana Moo (Backing away another 
step to the left center): Maya. 

Keiru: You’re trying to tell me I’ve 
gone back in time to ancient Maya? 
(He looks utterly confused. ) 

Cutana Moo: Makon Chan, you talk 
so strangely. 
I cannot 


Did 


Some of your words 
understand. You 
sound as if you were possessed by 
evil spirits. 

Kerru (Dryly): Something’s gone wrong 
with me, I have to admit! 

Cutana Moo (Indicating the wound on 
his right temple): They must have 
entered your body the 
wound on your head! 

Kerru: Wound? (Touches the wound, 
then looks at his fingers in stark dis- 
belief) Hey! It’s bleeding! (Sud- 
denly catching sight of his feet) Will 
you look at my feet! 


even 


through 





Cutana Moo (Hesitantly): Beloved 

Kerra: Sandals! I had shoes on when 
I passed out. (Then, noticing his 
tunic and bare legs) Where are my 
pants? 

Cutana Moo (Wide-eyed): Pants? 

Keira: Yes. Who took off my clothes 
and gave me this funny looking out- 
fit? 

Cutana Moo (Fearfully): It was that 
blow on your head; it has unbalanced 
you! You are out of your mind! 
(Circles around in front of him and 
backs away to the right) 

Keira (Emphatically): You're right! 
I’ve blown my top! 

CutaANna Moo: Stop talking so wildly, 
my beloved. There is nothing to 
fear, here in my mother’s house. I 
have risked much to attend your 
wound and keep you hidden from 
the priests. Now, we must make 
our plans to — (During this line, 
the sound of a large crowd of people 
conerging in the street outside is 
heard. This may be a recording of 
“crowd noises,”’ or a number of people 
murmuring offstage.) 

Keitu ([nterrupting. Looking quickly 
toward the balcony up center): Listen! 
What’s that? 
center ) 


(Starts quickly up 


Cutana Moo: Be careful not to show 
yourself, beloved! 

Kerru: Sounds like a lot of people 
(Going through the opening onto the 
balcony ) 

Cutana Moo (Running up center. 
Frantically): Do not go out there! 
If the priests see you, they will tear 
you limb from limb! 

Keiru (Looking down offstage over the 
stone railing): Well, ’ll be! They’re 











Mayans! Hundreds of them. There’s 
the temple! It’s real! 

Cutana Moo (Grabbing his arm; 
dragging him back inside the room): 
Come back! Come back! If they 
see you we’re both undone! Don’t 
you understand, beloved? Don’t you 
realize the danger? Can it be that 
your memory has left you, too? 

Keirn (Turning to her, as they pause 
half-way downstage, center): My 
memory? I don’t know. Things are 
so mixed up in my mind. You seem 
to be real — all this seems to be real. 
(With a vague gesture around the 
room) And yet, many dreams appear 
to be real while they last. 
I am Makon Chan? 

Cutana Moo: You are. You are. 

Keirn (Lowly; musingly): Makon 
Chan, the coppersmith. 

Cutana Moo (Kagerly): Now you're 
beginning to remember! 

Keiru (Recalling the story): He was 
killed on the sacrificial block. 

Cutana Moo: No! 
happen if 


You say 


That will not 


Kerrn (A note of tenderness creeping 
Because of his love 
for the lady Chiana Moo, who broke 
her vow to become the bride of the 


into his voice): 


sun. (Abruptly changing the subject) 
What language are we speaking, 


Chiana Moo? 

Cutana Moo (Wonderingly): Our \an- 
guage, beloved. 
is there? 


What other tongue 


Kern (Putting his hand on her arm 


Many other tongues, although | 
don’t suppose you’ve ever heard of 
them. (Crossing slowly toward the 
Thoughtfully) If only | 


could be certain it isn’t a dream 


stone bench. 
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Cutana Moo: You frighten me when 
you talk of dreams. 

Keirn (Continuing. Sitting on the 
bench): Perhaps the time theory is 
true, and I’ve actually gone back. 
But, in that case, how does it happen 
that I still retain my former identity 

or, a portion of it at least? 
(Smiling up at the girl, who has come 
closer to the bench) Anyway, I hope 
it isn’t a dream, because then I’d 
soon wake up and you’d vanish. 

Cutana Moo (Puzzled): Vanish? 

Kerru (Nodding a slow, smilina affirin- 
ative as he reaches out for her hand 
and draws her down onto the bench 
beside him): Or turn back into a cold, 
unfeeling reproduction of your beau- 
tiful self once more. Now, suppose 
you tell me what happened before 
I came to — in here? Perhaps that 
might help me remember. 

Cutana Moo: I sent you a message 
bribed one of the temple guards to 
take it to you. 

Kerry: What did the message say? 

Cutana Moo: That the priests were 
going to Visit my 
widowed mother for the last time. 

Keiru: The last time? 

Cutana Moo (Nodding a slow, solemn 
‘‘yes”’): Before my wedding with the 
sun god. I asked you to come to me. 

Kerry (Quickly): In the meantime, the 
priests had sent out orders that | 
was to be killed, and while [ was 
on the way 

Cutana Moo (Nodding a quick affirma- 
tive): They left you for dead. One 
of my mother’s servants came to 


allow me to 


us with the news, and we had you 
brought here, under cover of dark- 
ness. 








Kern (nterrupting. Excitedly. Gradu- 
ally, the identity of Makon Chan 
lakes over, although he still remembers 
things to come): It’s all 
beginning to come back to me. The 
first time I met you was at one of 
the temple ceremonials, and I fell 
in love with you at first sight. Then, 
the priests betrothed you to Kinich 
Ahau virgin 
priestess and went to live in the 
temple. 

CuHtana Moo: Where I was kept a 
prisoner while they were preparing 
me for 

Keir: The sacrifice. (Softly; sympa- 
thetically; taking her hand) Poor \ittle 
Chiana Moo. 

Crtana Moo: Why do you pity me? 
We can escape. 


Of course! 


and you became a 


Keirn: Because it’s all so futile, my 
darling. You see, / know how every- 
thing’s going to turn out. 

Cntana Moo (Awed): You do? 

KKenrrn (Nodding a slow, somber “‘yes’’): 
We can’t change ~— history. Every- 
thing must happen the way it did 
then. Or —— maybe it didn’t happen 
then, but is going to happen now. 
(He rises, looking greatly troubled, and 
walks away to left center) 

Cutana Moo: You speak like one who 
has a vision. 

Kerrn (Turning, quickly): Yes! 1 know 
what will the distant 
future, too. (Going closer to the 
bench again) My darling, while in 
that strange unconsciousness from 
which you awakened me, | 
and lived in a land of the future. 
It was called the United States of 
America, and the people were garbed 
in the strangest-looking 


happen in 


saw 


clothing 


you've ever seen. In that land, | 
Was a teacher. 

Cutana Moo (Rising): You mean, a 
priest? 
Keiru: No. The priests in that time 

and place are not the only ones who 
have learning and knowledge. There 
are many wonderful and amazing 
things I could tell you about that 
world, but I haven’t the time. 
However, I do want you to know 
about their God. 
Cutana Moo: What kind of a (rod? 
One that we do not know about now? 
Kerru (Nodding a slow affirmative. 
During this scene, the crowd noises 
have died down. Now, soft, atmos- 
pheric music fades in as a background 
to these lines): Yes, Chiana Moo. 
But He is even now the one and 
only God. 
CHutana Moo: Oh, no. You are wrong, 
beloved. We have many gods. 
Kerru: All of them false. Gods of 
anger and revenge, who drink the 
blood of their poor victims on the 
altar of (With a_ short, 
hitter laugh) And | wasn’t satisfied. 
I \onged for the ‘“romance”’ of the 
past! (Crossing in front of her to 
the right, going in front of the bench) 
Cutana Moo: You speak as if you had 
lived all your life in that other land. 
KEITH: Strange, isn’t it? 


sacrifice. 


(Smiling ) 
But I’ve found you, my darling, and 
that’s all that matters to me now. 
(Taking her hands; drawing her close ) 
Our love has bridged time and space 
and has brought us together again. 
(Sobering) I’m sorry it can only be 
for such a short length of time. 

Cutana Moo (Emotionally): No! You 


must not say such things. We can 








escape the priests. They think I am 
with my mother, on the other side 
of the city. ‘They will not be looking 
for us here. ‘Tomorrow is the day 
when I am supposed to be laid on 
the sacrificial stone, but by that 
time, you and [| will be far away 
from Klinichican. Perhaps we can 
find this other land you spoke of, 
the one where they worship the true 
and only God. 

Kerri (Suffering, because he knows this 
will never be): Oh, my darling. If 
only you knew how useless it is 

Cutana Moo: Wait! Let me tell you 
about the plan. Behind this house 
is the jungle, where the trees and 
underbrush grow thick. As soon as 
it becomes dark, we will leave by a 
secret entrance and hide in the 
abandoned temple of Ah Puch until 

(She is interrupted by the sudden 
entrance up left of the Hicu Priesr, 
who is accompanied by the MAYAN 
SERVANT and a MAYAN SOLDIER. 
With their entrance, the music stops 
and the noises of the crowd are heard 
again) 

Hicu Priest (Dramatically): Sacrilege! 

Cutana Moo (Sereaming): The priest! 

Hicn Priest (To the Soupter, indi- 
cating Kerru): Seize him! (The 
SOLDIER and Sexvanr rush toward 
Keiru, who swings Cutana Moo 
around behind him) 

Cutana Moo: He betrayed us! My 
own servant! 

Keitn (Loudly, as his arms are seized 
by the SoLpIER and SERVANT and 
he is dragged away from the cowering 
girl): Wait! ll come quietly. I 
know there is no use to struggle. But 
first, | have something to tell you. 


Hicgu Priesr (Savagely): You have 


dared make love to a virgin who 
was to become the bride of Kinich 
Ahau. For that, you must die! 


Cutana Moo: Do not blame him. The 


fault was mine. / asked him to come 
to me. Let my death suffice for 


Hicgu Priest (Thunderously): Silence! 


Your punishment will come when 
you are forced to watch his sutfer- 
ing —- when you must look on, 
powerless to help, while his_ still- 
beating heart is torn out of his 
blasphemous body and offered as a 
sacrifice to Kinich Ahau! 


Cutana Moo (Wildly): No! Not it 


was / who betrayed the sun god. 
Let his anger be vented on me. 
(Rushes closer to the Prissy and 
kneels in front of him as she continues) 
Take me back to the temple; torture 
me; do anything you like with me, 
only let him go. You see? [ am 
kneeling at your feet, begging for 
mercy. For the sake of all the women 
in Klinichican who have ever been 
in love, | pray you, let him go. Let 
him go! (She breaks into sobs and 
covers her face with her hands.) 


Hicu Priest (Unmoving): You have 


heard the decision. He must die. 
Otherwise, Kinich Ahau will vent 
his anger on our people by sending 
earthquakes, storms and floods. But 
you shall be condemned to = live, 
Chiana Moo live as an outcast 
among your own people, who will 
turn away from you in loathing 
whenever you are near! 


Keiru: Wait! (Struggles to break away 
from his captors, who hold him firmly 
by the arms) 





Hicu Priesr (Continuing, to CuiaNa 
Moo. During this, the weird music 
and tom-tom effect fade in and con- 
tinue until otherwise directed): No 
one will be permitted to give you 
food or shelter. The children will 
spit upon you as you pass, and throw 
rocks to torment you! 

Keiru (Loudly): Stop it! There is 
something you do not know. 

Hicu Priest 
tinuing): When you die, your body 
shall be left where it has fallen, for 
no one may touch it, lest they feel 
the awful vengeance of Kinich Ahau! 
(CutIANA Moo cowers back, holding 
her hands over her face. (Kerru 
breaks away from his captors and 
takes a quick step closer to her. 

Kerru: Hear me! Chiana Moo need 
not suffer for my wrongdoing. She 
did not wish to fall in love with me. 
I merely bent her will to mine. (The 
Hicu Priesr stiffens with surprise.) 

Cuiana Moo (Rising, quickly): Makon 
Chan! 

Kein (Talking rapidly; breathlessly): 
I resorted to witchcraft. 


(To Cutana Moo, con- 


I bound 
In order to 
make her think she cared for me, I 


her to me with a spell. 


sold my soul to the lord of the under- 


world, Ah Puch! (Savagely) You're 


s0 ignorant and superstitious, you 


surely ought to swallow that! 

Cutana Moo: You are lying! 

Keirn (/nterrupting. To the Wieuw 
Priest): Don’t you understand what 
that It has been a battle 
between Ah Puch and Kinich Ahau, 
and, upon my death, she will once 


” 
means. 


more belong to the sun! 
CHIANA Moo (Horrified 
Chan! 


Makon 


Kerru (Gently; taking both her hands): 
Don’t be afraid, Chiana Moo. I 
know what will happen to me, and 
it can only happen after Makon 
Chan is dead. Where I go, you can- 
not follow. Perhaps [’ll find you, 
or some one who looks like you, in 
that other time and place where I 
really belong. (T'o the staring Hicu 
Priest; gradually working up to a 
dramatic climax) There will be no 
Maya then, for long before that 
time — your entire civilization will 
have crumbled into dust! Perhaps 
even the disintegration has 
started. Perhaps the Spaniards are 
already on their way. You don’t 
know about them, do you? Tall, 
dark men with black beards and 
suits of armor, who will come across 
the great waters in mighty ships, 
searching for a new world, one in 
which they will find enormous 
treasures of gold. They will march 
upon your rotten cities and the land 
will be drenched in blood! Kinich 
Ahau will not protect you then. 
Kinich Ahau will be destroyed with 
all your other imaginary gods, and 
the jungle will creep 
cities and bury them! 

Hicu Priest: Blasphemer! 


now 


over your 
(Nods a 
signal to the SOLDIER and SERVANT) 
Take him 
forward, grasping his arms.) 
Cutana Moo (Frantically. 
her arms around his neck): No! 


away! (They spring 
Throwing 
No! 
Kerru (As the Hic Priest holds her 
back and his captors force him back- 
ward up left): You must be brave, 
Chiana Moo. ‘This is the way it 
has to end. I shall be killed ig- 
nominiously and you will be saecri- 





ficed to the sun. Before long, we’ll 
be just a memory, but our love will 
be inscribed on tablets of stone and 
the world will read about it a thou- 
sand years from now. (Good bye, 
my darling. My lovely Chiana Moo! 
(Again, she sobs and buries her face 
in her hands. The music and tom- 
tom effect become loud; Kerrn is still 
being dragged up left, and the lights 
go out.) 
CURTAIN 


* * & ke * 


SCENE 3 
Time: Ten o'clock, the same evening as 


Scene 1. 

SerrinG: Same as Scene 1. 

Ar Ruse: The stage is dark, except for 
the little pool of light around the 
reading table. The music and tom- 
tom, which have bridged the two 
scenes, fade as the curtain rises. 
Kerrn’s head rests on his arms, which 
are stretched out on the table. KATHRYN 
is shaking his shoulder, trying to 
awaken him. 

Katruryn (Speaks while the curtains are 
opening): Keith! Keith! Wake up, 
will you?) Do you know what time 
it is? It’s ten o’clock. 

Keir (Groggily; raising his head): 
Huh? What’s that? What’d you 
say? 

KatruryNn: I warned you I’d come back 
to get you if you weren’t home by 
Keiru (Interrupting. Sitting wpright. 
Yawning and rubbing his eyes): | 

I must’ve dropped off to sleep. 

KaruryNn: That’s the understatement 
of the year! Judging by the looks 
of you, you must’ve been snoozing 


for at least an hour or two. Come 


on, now, get your stuff together and 
let’s go home. (Goes to the right 
side of the table) 

Keiru: Are the exhibits still 
(Looking toward the cases) 

KATHRYN (Puzzled): The exhibits? 

Keirru: Yes. I dreamed they got out 
of their cases and 

KATHRYN (/nterrupting. 
Oh, Keith! 

Kern (Rising. Getting his jacket off 
the back of the chair and putting it on): 


there? 


Disgustedly) : 


You see, | 
thought I was back in ancient Maya 
and 

KATHRYN You 
thinking about what Pop Dekker 
said. 

Keirn: It than that. 
thought I was Makon Chan 

KATHRYN: Again? 

Kerru (Nodding ‘yes.’ 
out of his inner jacket pocket and 
running it through his hair): Only, 
this time, | was myself, too if 
you know what I mean? 

Katuryn (/mpatiently): I don’t, and | 
don’t care. All J want to do is 
get you home and in bed. We've 
both got to get up early tomorrow. 
Here, I’ll put that book on my desk. 
(Takes the book off the reading table 
and puts it on the desk) 

Kerru: It was terribly realistic, Kath- 
ryn. Happened just the way it did 
in the book. It taught me a lesson. 
I’m glad things aren’t the way they 
were then. 

KaTtHRYN: I’m glad to hear you say 
that at least. 

Kern 


It was a funny dream. 


(Breaking in): were 


Was more 


’ 


Getting a comb 


(Returning the comb to his 
pocket, then putting his notebook and 


pencil in the briefcase): It was all so 





barbaric and cruel. I think maybe 
I’}] be able to forget her now. 
Karuryn (Crossing back to the table): 
Not 
Kein (Nodding a slow, serious affirm- 
ative): Yes. A person should let the 
past bury its dead. I think Ill 
looking around for someone 


Chiana Moo? 


start 

to take her place. 

(Gratefully): Now you're 
talking the kind of language I can 
understand. 

Kein: First, I’d like to say good-bye 
to her 


KATHRYN 


Crossing toward CHulANA 
Moo’s case upstage) 
IKKATHRYN ([mpatient 
Keith! This ridiculous. 
Kein (/nterruplting): Won’t take a 
minute. Maybe I’m just curious to 
find out if she’s still here. (Slowly 
pulls the curtain aside to reveal the 
fact that Ciitana Moo is still there, 
the before ; 


again Oh, 


1S 


mn same position as 


Simultaneously, the Trost -colore d spol- 


light comes on 
ATHRYN (Sarcastically): Where would 
you expect be 
around the oO! 
(Finishes putting WKerru’s things in 
his bricfease and closing il. 

Kein (Standing on the left sid of the 

looking at the figure 


her to walking 


streets something? 


case, 
Yes. 


as she did in my dream. 


within): 
There she is — looking exactly 
The linen 
gown of royal blue, trimumned in the 
red feathers of the macao bird 

ATHRYN have 
flashlight here so we can find our 


way out. (Picks it up from the table, 


“ 


(Interrupting): | 


where it has been lying beside 
purse.) 
KeITH (Softly; to CHIANA Moo): 


(jo0d-bye, my lovely Chiana Moo. 


hu r 


In a way, I’m sorry it was only a 
dream. (Itepeating what he said to 
her in Scene 2.) Perhaps Ili find 
you, or some one who looks like you, 
in my own place and time. At least, 
I promise you, I’ll try. (Closes the 
curtain. The spotlight goes out. 
KATHRYN (Dryly): Well, that was very 
You should 
go on television. You’d make a very 


touching, I must say! 


convincing lover boy! 
Keiru (Laughs, shortly, as he crosses 
to the table and picks up his briefcase) : 
Well, 


you'll never hear me talk about her 


I suppose it did sound silly. 

again. Come on, I’m ready to go. 
(Turns, but pauses as she que s him 
the flashlight 

KarTuryYN: Here, take the flashlight. 
I’m going to turn off the reading 

(As he takes the flashlight and 

turns it on, she turns off the lamp on 


lamp. 


the table. This leaves them in darkness, 
except for the flashlight. During this, 
the weird music and tom-tom effect 
fade in again 

Kerry: It’s spooky in here without 
the lights. (//e crosses slowly up left 
center, casting the beam of light this 
way and that.) 

KATHRYN (Following behind him): Yes. 
One can’t blame Pop Dekker for 
imagining things. 

Kerr (Molding the light on the cut-out 
temple as he pauses up left center): 
Say! That temple looks almost like 
the real thin 


i 
La 


as scen from a distance, 
doesn’t it? 

Karuryn: Yes, it does, showing up in 
the surrounding darkness that way. 
An optical illusion, you’d call it, I 

(She 


toward the entrance up left) 


suppose. goes on past him 





Kerri (Going closer to the display table; 
keeping the light trained on the cut- 
There’s the 
where I was killed. 
KATHRYN (Pausing up left, quickly): 
Keith! 
Kerri 


out): sacrificial stone 


(Chuckling): | mean, where 
Makon Chan and Chiana Moo were 
killed. 


you know, and 


They were both sacrificed, 
(With an air of 
Bending down 

closer to the table) Wey! What’s this? 
Karunyn (Wearily): Now, look! I 


you were all 


Ss udde iM discor eri. 


thought you said 
finished with 

Kern (l[nterrupting, excitedly, as he 
quickly puts down the briefcase so he 
can pick up something from the tabl 
Kathryn! Come here and look at 

this, will you? I[t’ll knock you off 
your feet! 

KATHRYN (As she goes closer to him 
I don’t have to be knocked off them. 
I’m so tired they’re liable to go 
right out from in under me unless 

Keim (is 


sudden agitation. 


voice trembling in his 
Holding up some- 
thing for her to look at): Be quiet 


and look at what I found. I /now 


it wasn’t there when you all left me 


here alone. 

Karuryn: What is it? Turn the light 
on it so I can see. 

Kerrn (Dramatically, while the sound of 
the music and tom-tom rises): It’s an 
obsidian sacrificial knife covered 

with a sticky red 

sembling human — blood! (IKatuRryN 

The y stare 

at cach other and the knife as the 

curtain falls.) 


THE END 


substance re- 


gasps and looks stunned. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Sun Brive 

Characters: 6 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress, for Keith, Kathryn, 
Mary, Pop, and Students. Mayan cos- 
tumes may be copied from a book on the 
Mayas. Mayan Native wears a loincloth, 
leather apron, headband, and sandals. 
Mayan Priest wears priest’s robe. For 
Scene 2, Keith wears a Mayan tunic and 
sandals. Chiana Moo wears a graceful 
flowing gown, something like a _ belted 
nightgown with long, full sleeves. The color 
is royal blue. The sleeves and hem are 
fringed in red. 

Properties: Leather briefcase, for Keith; note- 
books and pencils, for Students; book and 
watch, for Mary; ledger and flashlight, for 
Kathryn; cloth and earthenware bowl, for 
Chiana Moo; obsidian knife and large 
stone, for Mayan Native. 

Selting: Scene 1: The Mayan room in a large 
museum. A small counter, or desk, is down 
right. On this is a ledger, writing equip- 
ment, a desk lamp, and several books. 
reading table and two chairs stand down 
right center. Two tall exhibit cases stand 
up center and down left. These are con- 
structed of light framework, mounted on 
wooden platforms. The sides and tops of 
them are solid, but the fronts and backs 
are open. Pull curtains of a dark brown 
material are attached to the fronts and 
backs. Standing up left center, close to the 
back curtain, is a display table with a card- 
board cut-out, painted to represent a4 
Mayan temple, propped up on it. This 
should be about 2 feet high Scene 2: 
The home of Chiana Moo Furniture for 

Seene Lis removed. Back draperies are now 

parted in the middle to show a stone para- 

pet and clear blue sky. The only piece of 
furniture is a long, low stone bench, down 

right center. Scene 3: Same as Scene 1. 

Lighting: The stage lights are full up as the 
play begins. However, they will start to 
dim as the action progresses. The desk and 
reading lamps are connected so they may 
be turned on and off. A rose-colored spot- 
light is concealed in the borders where it 
will light up the figure of Chiana Moo as 
directed A bluish spot is also hidden in 
the border. Behind the back curtains, 4 
strong, straw-colored bunch light illumin- 
ates the sky backing in Scene 2. 

Sound Effects: Weird, mysterious, primitive 
music; tom-toms, which beat in rhythm 
with the weird music; soft, romantic 
music. Music serves as a bridge between 
the scenes. 





Book Collections 
Royalty-Free Plays for Young People 


STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


New Books! 


Teen-Age Plays for 
All Occasions* 


by Mitprep Hark anp Nog, McQUEEN 
The 22 lively one-act plays in this col- 
lection include exciting holiday and 
every-day plays. Simple settings and in- 
expensive costuming make them ideal 
for amateur presentation. 


Junior and Sensor High 465 pages; $5.00 


Holiday Plays for Little Players” 


by Desopan NEWMAN 
Little players will be delighted with the 
33 imaginative short plays for all major 
holidays and special occasions such as 
Book Week, Flag Day, Election Day, etc. 
Lower Grades 286 pages; $4.00 


Round-the-Year Plays for 
Children” 


by Atice Very 


Included are 35 short plays for holidays 
and festive occasions, adaptations of 
folk tales and legends, nature plays, ete. 
Lower and Middle Grades 279 pages; $3.50 


Blue-Ribbon Plays for 


Graduation” 
edited by Syivia E. KAMERMAN 


An anthology of exciting dramatic ma- 
terial to highlight graduation and pro- 
motion exercises. 


Junior and Senior High 203 pages; $3.50 


Four-Star Plays for Boys*” 
edited by A. S. Burack 


These 15 one-act plays for all-boy caste 
feature a wide variety of settings and 
characters. Easy to produce. 

Lower Grades through Sensor High 237 pages; $3.50 


p—Previously published and stili popular! 


Prize Plays ror TEEN-AGERS” 
Miller $5.00 
MBELODRAMAS AND Farces ror YOUNG 
Acrors*” 
Dias 


Rapio PLays or Famous Srories** 
Olfson 


Mystery Piays ror YouNG PEopLeE™’ 
Murray 


Patriotic PLars aND ProGcrams*™ 
Fisher and Rabe 


Junior Pays ror ALL Occasions** 
Hark and McQueen 


Puayrs ror Livinc anp LEARNING” 
Miller 


$4.00 
$3.75 
$4.00 
$4.00 
$5.00 


$3.75 

BivuE-RiBBoN Pays ror Giris™ 
Kamerman $4.00 

Unirep Nations Plays aNnp Procrams*™” 
Fisher and Rabe $3. 


Saort Piars ror Aui-Boy Casts*” 
Howard $3.00 
HeauttH aND Sarery Puiays anp Pro- 
Grams *™“ 
her $3.75 
One-Actr Piays ror Aui-Giri Casts*” 
Paradis 
Twenty-Five Piays ror Houipars** 
Hark and McQueen $4.00 
Houipay ProGrams ror Boys anp Grris** 
Fisher $3.75 
Lirr.e Puiays ror Lirrte PLayrers*’ 
Kamerman 
Hourpay Piars ror TeeEN-AGERs** 
Miller $4.00 
MoperN ComEpiges ror YOUNG PLarers**” 
Hark and McQueen $4.00 
Puays ror Great Occasions” 
DuBois $3.75 


CuristMas PLays ror Youna Acrors*” 
Burack 


Rapio PLars ror YounG Peopie** 
Hackett 

100 PLays ror CHILDREN *” 
Burack 

On Srace ror TgeEN-AGERs*™” 
Miller 


CaREER PLays ror YouNG Peop.Le** 
Richmond 


SpeciaL Puiayrs ror Speciat Days** 
Hark and McQueen 


$3.50 


$3.75 


$5.00 


$4.00 


$3.75 








*Listed in the Booklist of the A.L.A. — 
w Wilson Standard Catalog Cards Available. 


PLAYS, INC.., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 
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Party Line 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 


Mr. and Mrs. Faircuitp 
Juntor Fatrcuitp 

Kirry Fatrcuiip 

Scorry FAIRCHILD 

PoL_ty KEEFER 

Repair MAN 


SerrinG: The living room of the Fatr- 
CHILD home. 

At Ruse: A victrola is playing a waltz. 
Kirry, the youngest Fairchild daugh- 
ter, 1s dancing around the living room 
with an imaginary partner. Her eyes 


are half closed in an expression of 


bliss, and she holds her head to one 
side as if resting her cheek on her 
partner's shoulder. 

Oh, 
Fred 


Astaire could learn plenty from you. 


Kirry (To her invisible partner): 
Melvin, you dance divinely. 


Really, it’s so easy to follow you 
that it’s just like floating on a cloud 
(Laughing softly) You’re teasing me! 
I’m such a wonderful dancer. 
It’s just that I adore dancing with 


not 


a tall man, and you’re exactly the 
right height. (Pause) Thank you. 
I’m so glad you like my dress. It’s 
really nothing at all but it’s the best 
I could find in town. You know our 
local shops are so limited in their 
selections! It’s a problem to get 
But 


Everybody says 


something really smart. I was 
lucky to get blue. 
blue is my color. 

Junior (entering in time to hear the last 

Pete’s 


of Wrrry’s monologue): For 


sake! What goes on? 


Kirry (Whirling around in surprise): 


Junior Fairchild! What are you 
doing home so early? Get out of here, 
and fast! 

Juntor: Like fun! What are you doing 
anyhow? (Peering about the room) 
Who’s in here with you, Kilroy? 

Kitry: Don’t be silly. There’s no one 
here. 

Juntor: Don’t tell me you were dish- 
ing out that line to yourself. 

Krirry: You wouldn’t understand. | 
was just sort of — sort of rehearsing 
for Saturday night. 

Juntor: Are you in another play? 

Kirry: No. 

Juntor: Then why the rehearsal? | 
don’t get it. 

Kirry: I told you you wouldn’t under- 
stand. There’s a New Year’s Dance 
at the Junior Country Club. 

Juntor: Oho! Comes the dawn! Now I 
catch a glimmer. Who’s your date? 

Kirry: I’m not telling! 

Juntor: As if I didn’t know! It’s good 
old Melvin. 

Kirry: Junior! Do you really think he 
might? Honestly, do you? 

Juntor: How do I know? 
asked you yet? 

Kirry: That’s it. Most of the girls are 
getting but [I’m 


Hasn’t he 


their own dates, 
simply petrified to call him. 

Junton: What’s to be seared of? 
either say yes or no. 

Kirry: You 
personality up at school. I might as 
well admit it, I just don’t have the 


nerve to call him 


He’l| 


Melvin’s sort of a 


eo 
see, 





Juntor: Nerve! First time I ever knew 
you to be short on nerve. That was 
always your long suit. 

Kirry: I know, but honest, Junior, 
this time I’m sunk. 

Juntor: Why? 

Kiirty: I don’t know what to say. 

Junior (Jn disgust): Just call him up 
and ask him. 

Kiity: | know, but every time I start 
for the phone, my throat closes up 
and I break out in goose bumps. I 
don’t know how to begin. 

Junior: Just say “How’s about a 
date for Saturday night, chum?” 

Kitty: Heavens, Junior! That’s too 
blunt. I could never say that. What 
would he think of me? 

Juntor: He’d probably catch on to the 
fact that you want to go to this 
dance. 

Kirry: Can’t you see? I must be 
more subtle. I must have some 
clever approach, and then just the 
right build up, so he’ll catch on and 
invite me before I have to break 
down and ask him. 

Junior: I give up! 1 thought that’s 
what you wanted —-to ask him to 
this dance. 

Kirry: I do, but —— Junior, couldn’t 
you be a sweet lamb and ask him for 
me? 

Juntor: Me? No! Why should I ask 
him? 

Kirry: Because you know each other 
and he’d probably go if he knew you 
were going, too. 

Juntor: [I’m not. 

Kirry: Oh, yes, you are. 

Juntor: Oh, no, I’m not. 


Juntor: I’m not! 


Kirry: You are so! Polly Keefer is on 
your trail, and you know Polly al- 
ways gets her man. 

Junior: Not this man! Huh-uh! Not 
your Uncle Junior! I’m too cagey a 
bird to be caught by that scrawny 
little scarecrow. When I go dancing, 
it’s gotta be with somebody strictly 
G.I. 

Kirry: G.1.?) What’s that? 

Juntor: Glamorous Issue, which Polly 
Keefer very definitely is not! 

Kirry: Very well, Master Mind. Let’s 
see you get out of it! Remember, 
she’s been doing your library refer- 
ences for weeks now. 

JuNIOR: Sure, but... 

Kirry: What about that speech she 
wrote for you when you were run- 
ning for Safety Commissioner? 

Juntor: That was different. 

Kirry: Sure. So is the Athletic Asso- 
ciation Ticket Drive that’s starting 
next week. That will be different, 
too, without Polly selling tickets for 
your team. 

Juntor: Hey, wait a minute! Is this 
blackmail? 

Kirry: Not exactly, but Polly Keefer is 
the champion ticket salesman in 
school. You can’t win the ticket 
contest without her. 

Juntor: Gee, whiz! Do you think 
she’d quit just because 

Kirry: I do. If you turn Polly down 
on this dance, she’ll turn you down 
so flat on that ticket drive that 
you'll never know what hit you. 

Juntor: Holy smokes! Why, this is 
serious! What’ll I do? Polly’s a swell 
kid at ticket sales but when it comes 
to dancing, she has two left feet. 

Kirry: You should care about two left 
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feet, when you can’t even tell a waltz 
from a rhumba. 

Juntor: I care plenty about this. Look 
here, Kitty, you’ll have to help me 
out of this. 

Kirry: Who? Me? What could I do? 

Juntor: Tell her I’m all tied up. Tell 
her I’m busy. Tell her I’m a terrible 
dancer. Say I’m absolute poison.’ 

Kirry: You can tell her all that your- 
self when she calls you, which she is 
going to do this evening. 

Juntor: Aw, Kitty, have a heart. You 
know me on the phone. I get all 
tongue-tied. (Phone rings) Oh, Boy! 
I bet that’s Polly. Answer it, Kitty, 
please, and if it’s for me, tell her I 
just left for Kalamazoo. 

Kirry: You do your own fibbing. I 


have enough on my conscience as if 


is. 

Junior: Be a sport, Sis. Get rid of her. 
Make up some sort of excuse. After 
all, blood is thicker than water. 

Kirry (As phone rings again): One 
good turn deserves another, Junior. 

Juntor: Why must you stand there 
and quibble at a time like this? 

Karry: Will you call Melvin for me? 

Juntor: O.K. You win. I'll even hop 
over to his house and try to land him 
for you; but for Pete’s sake, answer 
that phone. (/zits) 

Kirry (At phone): Hello... Hello... 
Hello. Well, that’s funny. There’s 
nobody on the line. Oh, well, | 
guess whoever it was will call again. 
Maybe it wasn’t Polly after all. 

He’s shaking in his 

shoes at the idea of taking her to the 

party. Here’s hoping he fixes every- 
thing up with Melvin. (Puts on 
record and starts dancing again) Mel- 


Poor Junior! 


vin is such an unusual name. . . so 
different . . Mel 

. vin... . I love to say it! It 
sounds like a song. (Mr. Farrcuiip 
enters. ) 

Mr. Farrcui_p: What in the world are 
you doing, Kitty? ‘Turn that thing 
off. 

Krrry (Sfartled): Heavens, Dad! 
scared the life out of me. 

Mr. Fatrcentip: Where’s your mother? 
Mrs. Farrcnitp (Entering): Here | 
am, dear. What’s on your mind? 
Mr. Farrenivp (Pulling two tickets out 
of his pocket): This . . . two tickets 
for the Mummer’s Ball on Saturday 
night. How about a date, Mrs. I? 

Mrs. Farrcuitp: Why, Bill, how won- 
derful! We haven’t gone dancing for 

And the Mummer’s Ball is 
such a swanky affair. I’m delighted! 

Mr. Farrcuitp: I thought you would 
be, and I’m sort of tickled myself. 

Kirry: Saturday night? I thought 
that was the Arnold’s bridge party. 

Mrs. Farrcnitp: My goodness! You're 
right! Bill, we can’t go! 

Mr. FAatrcni.p: Those 
tickets set me back plenty. Of course 
we'll go. 

Mrs. Farreni_p: But the Arnolds! 

Mr. Fatrenitp: The heck the 
Arnolds! You and I are going places 


. so distinguished. 


You 


ages. 


Nonsense. 


with 


on Saturday night. 

Mrs. Faircuiip: | promised or 
half promised. Mary is going to call 
me this evening. 

Mr. Farrcnitp: Then tell her the deal 
is off. Your husband has other plans. 

Kirry: Try the old headache line or 
the unexpected company. 

Mrs. Fatrcuiip: Kitty, you know | 
don’t approve of telephone lies. 








Krrry: I know, but, gee whiz, this is an 
emergency ! 

Mr. Farrcuitp: You're a girl after my 
own heart, Kitty. You and your 
mother cook up some kind of story. 
I’m going to take a bath. By the 
way, if Jack Higgins calls me, I’m 
out. That bird has been trying to 
sell me insurance for a week, but so 
far I’ve managed to keep one jump 
ahead of him. (Prits.) 

Mrs. Fatrcuiip: If Mary Arnold does 
call, Kitty, it might be just as well if 
she didn’t find me in. I hate these 

long drawn out arguments and false- 

hoods. If she doesn’t get me to- 
night, she'll probably ask someone 
else. 

Kirry: My goodness! I might as well 
be a switchboard operator in this 
house. If the phone rings, Junior’s 
gone to Kalamazoo, you're out, and 
Dad hasn't come home yet. 

Mrs. Fatreniip: It is silly, isn’t it? 
But (Scorry bursts into the room 
on a run and bumps into her mother 
al the door) Heavens, Scotty! Look 
where you're going! You almost 
knocked me down! 

ScorTry: Sorry, but I’ve run all the way 
home! Were there any calls for me? 

Kirry: Nope, not a one. 

Scotry: Thank goodness! Mother, I’m 
in the most awful mess! Two boys 
asked me to the Junior Country 
Club Dance on Saturday, and before 
I knew it, 
them! 


I had accepted both of 


Mrs. FatrcniLtp: Scotty! 
awful thing to do! 

Kivry: Don’t tell me you're walking 
out on poor, loyal, long-suffering 
Wayne Crawford! 


What an 





Scotty: Of course not! But we had a 
fight, and I thought it would be 
smart to go with somebody else for a 
change. So when the other guy 
asked me, I said yes. Then Wayne 
and I made up, and of course I have 
to go with him. 

Kirry: So what are you going to tell 
your No. | Dope? 

Scorry: I’ve already called him, but 
thank goodness he wasn’t home; so I 
just left the message with his mother. 

Mrs. Farrcnitp: These poor mothers! 
What excuse did you give? 

Scorry: None! I didn’t have to. But 
heaven help me when he gets home! 
He'll be calling me for an explana- 
tion. 

Kirry: Of which you are fresh out. 

Scorry: Natch! I can’t very well tell 
him I’ve given him the brush-off for 
Wayne. So, Kitty, dear, if he calls 
just tell him 

Kirry: Sure, I know. Just tell him 
you’ve gone South for the winter. 
This family has too much social life, 
if you ask me. 

Scorry: Kitty, you'll understand how 
it is when you get a little older. 

Kirry: Older! Listen, you, I’m old 
enough now to be the trouble shooter 
for this whole family. You're all 
scared to answer the phone. (Phone 
rings.) 

Scorry: There he is! Kitty, do your 
stuff! Say [I’m not in! 

Mrs. Farrcuitp: Dear, if that’s Mary 
Arnold I just don’t know what to 
tell her at this late date! 

Mr. Farrcnitp (Offstage): Tf that’s 
Higgins, tell him he has the wrong 
number! 


Kirry: It’s a good thing you have me 








around here to do all the dirty work. 
(At phone) Hello! Fairchilds’ resi- 
dence. Hello! (JuNrtor bursts in.) 
Juntor: Hey, be careful what you say 
if that call’s for me! 
Kirry (Almost dropping the phone): 
Junior, see what you made me do! 
Hello! Hello! Now the connection is 
broken, and we don’t 
called, 


know who 

Mrs. Farrcenitp: Maybe it’s just as 
well. Come on, Scotty, | want you 
to help me think up a masquerade 
costume. Your father and I are 
stepping out to the Mummer’s Ball. 

Kirry: If the Arnolds don’t get you 
first! 

Scorry (As she and Moruer exit): I'm 

counting on you, Kitty; you can al- 

ways think of something to say. 

Kirry: Junior, how did you make out? 
Was Melvin at home? 

Junror: Yes, he was there, and | have 
him all wrapped up in cellophane for 
Saturday night. 

Kirry: Junior, you’re wondertul! How 
did you do it? 
Juntor: It was 

tickled to death. 

Kirry: He did! 
you! 


easy. He seemed 

Junior, | could hug 

I hope you didn’t make me 
sound too anxious! 

Junior: Not at all. | was very tactful 
about the whole thing. He said he’d 
call you this evening and find out all 
the details. 

Kirry: Oh, boy! That’s simply super- 
duper! Junior, you’re a swell fixer! 
It will be heavenly to go to the dance 
with Melvin! Do you think his dad 
will let him have the car? 

Junior: Car? What car? The Martins 


don’t even have a car! 





Kirry (Stunned): Martins! Martins! 
What do they have to do with it? 
Junror: Well, you know as well as I do 
that Mr. Martin rides to work with 

Pop every morning. 

Kirry: Junior Fairchild! You don’t 
mean to tell me you asked that little 
Pipsqueak Martin to that 
dance! 

Junior: Pipsqueak! What a nickname 
for Melvin! 

Karvy: Oh, 


vO to 


— 


! 
ho. 


This couldn’t happen 
to me! 

Junror: What’s all the uproar? L only 
did what you asked me. got 
Melvin Martin lined your 
Saturday night date. 

Kirry: Junior! 


I’ve 
up as 
| 
He’s noth- 
ing but a sawed-off, little hammered- 
down runt! 


How could you? 
despise Melvin Martin! 


How could you make 
mistake! = It Melvin 
| Starts lo ery) 


Now you’ve ruined my whole life! 


such i Wis 


‘Thomas wanted. 


Absolutely ruined it! | wouldn’t be 


caught dead with old Pipsqueak 
Martin! 

Juntor: How was | supposed to know 
it was Melvin Thomas! (Laughs) 


! 


(josh! That’s a funny one 
Kirry (Stall crying): Funny! 
nothing funny about it! It’s terrible! 
Perfectly terrible! You’re the durmb- 
est boy Lever saw! Didn’t I tell you 


There’s 


Melvin was « personality? 
[ mean Mel- 


JUNIOR: So's Pip er 
vin Martin! 

Kirry: He’: 
character! 
dead! | would die rather than go 
with that horrid little boy! 


Juntor: You'll have to vO now, 


’ 
CS 


Oh, dear, I wish | were 


' ‘ 
no personauy. a 


; 
I’ve 


already hooked him. 
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Kirry: Then you can unhook him! 
Right now! I’m not going, and that’s 
flat! (Phone) 

Junior: Oh, boy! That'll be Melvin! 

Kirry: Then let it ring! 

Junior: We can’t do that. 
and answer it! 

Kirry: Not on your life! You got me 
into this, and you can just get me 
out of it. Answer it yourself! (Phone 
rings insistently. ) 

Junior: What if it’s Polly? 

Kirry: You’re good at thinking up 
answers. ‘Think fast 


Go ahead 


and answer 
that phone. 

Junton: All right! (Loses nerve) Kitty, 
I don’t know what to say! 

Kirry: “Hello” will do for a start! 

Juntor: O.K.! Here goes! (Grabs phone 
and yells) Hello! (Pause) Too late! 
They hung up. 

Scorry: Was that for me? 

Juntor: I don’t know. They hung up. 

Scorry: With two of you right here in 
this room, it seems to me you could 
answer the phone. 

Juntor: Yeah! 
it! 


Scorry: Then what’s wrong with vou? 


But she won’t answer 


You’re no cripple! 

Mrs. Farrcnuip (@nters): | thought I 
heard the phone. 

Scorry: You did, but these two dopes 
just let it ring. 

Mrs. Farrcuitp: I bet it was Mary 
Arnold. 

Scorry: It could have been Wayne. 
(Phone) 

Mrs. Farrcuiip: Answer it, somebody! 

Junror: Not me! Whoever it is will 
just mean more trouble. 

Scorry: You’re the closest, Kitty, you 
answer it. 


Kirry: Not for a hundred dollars! As 
sure as I touch it it will be Pip- 
squeak Martin. 

Mrs. Faircutip: Really, this is ridicu- 
lous! All of us afraid to answer the 
phone! Very well! I’ll answer it my- 
self! (Starts to phone) It might be 
important. 

Kirry, Scorry, Junror: If it’s for me, 
I’m not in! 

Mrs. Fartrcuiip: I wish I weren’t “in” 
either. (Phone) 

Mr. Farrcniip (Entering in bathrobe): 
Can’t somebody answer that con- 
founded phone? 

Mrs. Farrcnitp (Relieved to hand him 
the phone): Here, dear, it’s probably 
for you! 

Mr. Faircuitp (Takes it and then 
suddenly hands it back): On second 
thought you’d better answer it. I 
don’t want to get tied up with Jack 
Higgins tonight. 

Mrs. Farrcuip: This is disgraceful! 
We’re all acting like children! 

Scorry: I believe it’s stopped ringing. 

Juntor: Boy, that’s a relief! 

Kirry (Still sniffling): Yeah, a relief 
till next time, and then it’ll start all 
over again. 

Mrs. FaircuiLp: Kitty, you’ve been 
crying! What’s the matter? 

Kirry: It’s Junior! He —(A_ fresh 
burst of tears) It’s too awful to talk 
about! 

Mrs. Farrcuimp: Junior, have you 
been teasing Kitty? 

Junror: Teasing her? Gosh, no! I was 
just getting her a date for Saturday 
night. 

Kirry: He got that awful little Pip- 
squeak Martin who doesn’t come up 
to my shoulder. 





Scorry: How horrible! Junior, you’re 
a little beast! No wonder Kitty is 
upset! 

Junior (Tearing his hair): This is 
what I get for trying to be helpful. 
Kirry: That awful little Pipsqueak 

Martin is going to call me any 
minute. I’d rather die than go with 
him. (Phone rings. Everybody jumps 
and looks accusingly at the nearest 

person.) 

Junror: I think I’ll go upstairs. (Starts 
to exit.) 

Mr. Farrcnitp (Firmly): Junior, you 
come right back here. If you got 
your sister into this jam, you’ll have 
to get her out. 

Juntor: Gee whiz, Pop! It might be 
for me! You haven’t heard my side 
of the story! (Phone) 

Mr. FarreniLp: There’s time for that 
later. Right now, Duty is calling 
with a loud insistent ring. 

Junror: Have a heart, Dad! 
might be Polly! 

Scorry: We might as well get it over 


That 


with. Go ahead and answer it. 
Juntor: Oh, all right . . . (At phone) 
Hello... Hello . . . This is Fair- 
childs’ residence. . Wher... 
What? ... What’s that? (//anging 
up) Aw, shucks! This phone is 


crazy. Whoever it was, hung up. 

Mr. Farrcuip: They’! probably call 
back in a few minutes and in the 
meantime, perhaps we can straighten 
this out. Just what have you done 
to reduce Kitty to this tearful state? 

Juntor: I went out to get her a date 
and got my wires crossed. 

Mrs. Farrcuitp: Explain it, Junior. 
Just what did you do? 

Junror: Well, I invited Melvin Martin 
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instead of Melvin Thomas and that’s 
what kicked up all the ruckus! 

Scorry: Melvin Thomas! Melvin 
Thomas! Kitty, my poor, dear, 
sweet little sister! Is it Melvin 
Thomas that’s causing all this heart- 
break? 

Kirry: Yes! I think he’s marvelous 
and I’ve been trying for days to get 
up my nerve to ask him to our New 
Year’s Dance. 

Scorry: It just goes to show you that 
one girl’s dish is another girl’s 
poison. Melvin Thomas happens to 
be my Number One Discard. If you 
still want him, I bet I can fix it! 

Kirry: Do I want him! Scotty, lead 
me to him. 

Scorry: Just let me at that phone and 
I’ll have everything fixed in three 
minutes. I’ll even lend you my last 
year’s formal, if you’d like to wear 
it! 

Kirry: Scotty, you’re the most won- 
derful sister in the world! Do you 
really think he’ll go with me? 

Scorry: Sure he will, and he’ll like it, 
too. After all, Kitty, we Fairchild 
sisters have to stick together. 

Juntor: I’ll be jiggered! 

Scorry (At phone): I’) dial him right 
now. (Works at phone during follow- 
ing conversation. ) 

Mr. Farrcnitp: Well, Junior, that 
seems to let you out of a very nasty 
jam, doesn’t it? 

Juntor: Yeah, she sure had me going 
there for a while. 

Mrs. Farrcuitp: I only wish my prob- 
lem would smooth itself out like 
that. 

Mr. Farrcnitp: Great Heavens! Are 
you still stewing about the Arnolds 





and their bridge party? Just tell 
them we’ve made other plans. 

Mrs. Farrcuitp: Jim, Mary Arnold 
would never forgive us. 
party is sacred to her. 

Juntor: Oh, boy! Oh, boy! Oh, boy! 
This’ll kill you, Moms, but I knew 
there was something I was supposed 
to tell you. I thought of it in bed 
last night and doggoned if it hadn't 
slipped my mind by morning. 

Mr. Farrcuitp: Now what have you 
forgotten? 

Junior: It’s about the Arnolds. I met 
Mrs. Arnold yesterday after school 
and she told me to be sure to tell 
Mother that her bridge party was 
called off. 

Mrs. Farreniip: Junior, that’s won- 
derful! 

Mr. Farrcuiip: See, what did I[ tell 
you? You were just making a moun- 
tain out of a molehill. 


A bridge 


Scorry (At phone): Oh, dear, the line’s 
busy! I do think a party line is the 
most aggravating thing in the world. 
(Doorbell. ) 

Mr. Faircuizp: I'l! go. I seem to be 
the only one in the house with gump- 
tion enough to answer a bell when it 
rings. 


Mrs. Farrcuiip: Not in your bath- 
robe, Jim; I'll go. (/xits.) 

Kirry: Try again, Scotty. Maybe the 
line isn’t busy any longer. 


Scorry: I have a better idea. Run get 
your coat and we'll just amble down 
to the Nook for a soda. Maybe the 
boys’ll be in there, and I can fix 
everything even better than on the 
phone. 

Kirry: That'll be great. 


Scorry: Wear my hat. 
look older. 

Kirry: Thanks. You come along and 
see if I get it on at that sophisticated 
angle. 

Scorry: All right. Listen, Kitty, if 
this works out, we can all go to- 
gether in Wayne’s car — that is if he 
can get it. 

Mrs. Farrcui.p (Entering with POLLY): 
It’s Polly Keefer, children. She just 
dropped in for a few minutes. 

Juntor: If you’ll excuse me, I'l] take a 
look at the furnace. 

Mr. FarrcuiLp: Never mind, Junior, I 
fixed it right after I came home. You 
won't need to do anything to it till 
bedtime. Sit down, Polly. 

Potiy: I can’t stay a minute. I... 
er... that...is...I just stopped 
in to ask a question. 

Juntor: By golly, Mother, I forgot to 
stop at the store for those lemons. 
Seeing Polly just reminded me .. . 
er... thatis...I’d better get them. 

Mrs. Farrcuttp: Never mind, dear. I 
got oranges instead. I think we can 
manage without them. As you were 
saying, Polly, you wanted to ask a 
question? 

Potiy: Well, yes, er... that is... are 
all of you going to the dance on 
Saturday night? 


It makes you 


Scorry and Kirry: Yes, we are. 
Potty: Well, I 


join you. 


wonder if we could 
Kirry: Who? 

Potty: My date and I. 

Juntor: Gee, do you have a date? 
Potiy: Yes, you see .. . well, I was 
going to ask somebody else (Looks at 
Juntor who shuffles around in em- 





barrassment) but at the last minute I 
decided to ask Melvin Martin! 

Kirry: Melvin Martin! 

Potty: Yes, and it was the funniest 
thing! When I first asked him he 
stammered around having 
some sort of date with you! Imagine! 
But I soon straightened him out on 


about 


that score, and we're going together. 
I just thought you might have room 
for us. 

Kirry: Sure, sure! That'll be all 
right, won’t it, Scotty? 

Scorry: Why, ves, I guess so. . . . Sure, 
we'll pick you up about eight, Polly. 

Potty: Gee, thanks a lot. That’s 
swell. Well, I must be going. So 
long, everybody. 

ALL: So long, Polly. 

Junror: Brother! Am I relieved! 

Mr. Farrcnt_p: So that was the other 
side of the story, was it, son? 

Juntor: That was it. Now I won't 
have a chill every time the phone 
rings. 

Kirry: Nor I. 

Scorry: Nor I. 

Mrs. Farrcnttp: I must admit I’ll be 
more comfortable myself. ( Doorbell.) 


Mr. Farrcuitp: Now the only person 


that could possibly be would be Jack 
(Heads for the door) You 
can just tell him I’ve gone to bed 
with a bad cold. 


Higgins. 


Juntor: Gee whiz, Dad, don’t start 
that all over again. From now on, 
I’m going to answer all the phones 
and doorbells in the house. [’ll get it. 

Kitty: We were silly, weren't we? All 
of us seared to answer the phone 

Mrs. Farrcniip: It’s easy to talk now 
that the danger is over. 


Juntor (At door): Sure, sure, come 
right in, but we hadn’t noticed any- 
thing wrong. (TELEPHONE REPAIR 
MAwn enters carrying a box of tools.) 

Reparr MAN: We've just had several 
reports that this phone is out of 
order. 

Ati: What? 

Reparr Man: We'll soon find out. The 
operator has been testing all after- 
noon, but nobody answers. 

Juntor: Can you beat it? 

Mr. Farrcnrp: Well —- it was mighty 
kind of you to look into the matter 
sO quickly. 

Mrs. Farrenitp: | always say 
there’s nothing like a telephone. 

Repatrr Man (Af phone. Dials and 
says): Trouble Operator, please call 
4...6...7.. %. [aaa 
We'll soon see if it is okay. (Phone 
rings) Very well, Operator. Every- 
thing seems to be satisfactory here. 
(To Farrcnitps) That does it. 

Mrs. Farrcuttp: Thanks 
much. 

Mr. Farrcnitp: Mighty fine service 
you have here. 


ever 380 


Reparr MAN: We try to do our best, 
but the way some of these dumb 
clucks use a telephone sometimes get 
vou down. (All laugh in a self-con- 
scious way.) 

Mr. Farrenitp: Yes, 
(ood day, sir. 


J can imagine. 


Repark MAN: So long. Just report any 
further trouble and we'll fix you up 

Mr. Farrcnitp: Thank vou 

Mrs. Farrenip: I'll 
Exits. 


Kirry: Blow me down! 


show vou out 
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Scorry: This takes the cake! 

Mr. Farrcuiip: It just goes to show 
you ... (Phone rings. All make a 
wild dash for it, insisting “I'll get it!” 
“That must be for me!” “I'll an- 
swer.”’ “Give it to me.” “I'll take 
it” as the curtain closes.) 

THE END 


Because of the popularity of this play, it is reprinted 
from the April, 1950 issue. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Party Ling 

Characters: 3 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday modern dress. Mr. Fair- 
child wears a bathrobe in his second en- 
trance. 

Properties: Two tickets, a box of tools, 

Setting: A modern American living room, com- 
fortably furnished. A small table holding a 
victrola and records stands against back 
wall. A small telephone table with tele- 
phone on it stands against right wall. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





The Secret of Pinchpenny Manor 


by Herbert Ravetch 


Characters 


MyYrTLE 

Muasy 

BrewBerry, the butler 
ELIZABETH PINCHPENNY 
Mortimer, her servant 
Mr. PINCHPENNY 

Mrs. PINCHPENNY 
De.ivery Boy 
VISITORS, siz or eight 


SCENE | 


Berore Curtain: A street scene. A 
teen-aged boy and girl enter. They 
are poorly dressed, and the boy is 
rather tough-looking. Each carries a 
Red Cross collection container. 

Myrtie: How’re you doing, Mugsy? 
(Shakes container, which is quite full.) 

Musasy (Shakes his container forlornly. 
Only a few cents rattle): Not so well. 

Myrt te: I’! tell you what. You get 
the next person we meet. 

Mvusasy: I hope he has plenty of jack, 
plenty of that old do-re-mi, because 
the Red Cross really needs it. 

Myrtie: You’d better hope he’s gen- 
erous. That’s much more important. 

Muesy: Yes, I guess it is. Hey, here 
comes somebody. Hot-diggity-dog! 

Myre: Cut the “‘hot-diggities.’’ 
There’s a hex on you today, Mugsy. 
This guy wouldn’t give you the lint 
off his navy blue trousers. In fact, 
you’d better watch out, or he'll 
steal the few pennies you have. 
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(Enter from left the butler, 
BREWBERRY, dressed in tails and 
derby hat.) 

Muaesy: He looks as if he might give. 

Myrtve: You'll be wasting your time. 

Mucsy: I’m gonna try. (/e holds out 
his collection box. BrewBerry stops, 
reaches in his pocket and drops some 
coinsin theboxr. MyrtLeis amazed, and 
Mucsy jumps up and down in glee.) 
He did it! He did it! He did it! 

Myrt.e: Hey, Beanberry, what gives? 
You are Beanberry, aren’t you? 

Butter (Haughty, British and very 
aloof): The appellation with which 
you may address me, tattered child, 
is Brewberry, NOT Beanberry! 

Myrtie: Yeah, that’s what I said, 
Beanberry. You’re old Mr. Pinch- 
penny’s butler. The last time he 
gave some money, they had to take 
him to the hospital to recuperate. 
You’re no better than he is. 

But_er: Out of my way, ragamuffins. 
(They stand their ground.) You dare 
to block the public highway! 

Myrt.e and Muasy: We do. 

BuTLer (Pointing to Muasy): Why, 
the last time I saw this low creature, 
he was apprehended by the local 
constable for the vulgar crime of 
safecracking. 

Myrt.e: He was put on probation by 
the judge, Beansie, and ever since 
the Red Cross saved his family from 
the flood, Mugsy’s been collecting 
money for them. 


slage 





Butter: It's obvious that the judge 
showed very poor judgment 

Myre: Hey 
changing the subject 


\ ou’re 


come 


, Walt a minute 
How 
you're giving to the Red Cross? 
SUTLER (Offended): I?) Give 
Red Cross? Impossible! 
Muesy: But you did. I’ve 
Shakes box) 


Can 


to the 


got it in 
here. 


BUTLER: that | 


Vou prom put 
anything in there? 
Myre: Sure, 


BUTLER: 


We BSaW VOt 


that 


afternoon! 


I’m afraid proves 


nothing. Good (Tip: 
hat, exits.) 

Myrrie: Hey, 
berry! 

Mucsy: What a square! 

Myre: I don’t get it. Why would 
he give and then say he didn’t? 

MucGsy: Who is he? 

Myrtie: Don’t you know Beanberry? 
Why, 


valet, and you know 


Bean- 


seanberry! 


he’s Pinchpenny’s personal 

Pinehpenny. 

Ile won the title of “The Greatest 

Miser in the World” for fifteen vears 

in a row No one ever did that 
before. 

Mu6sy: This guy Pinchpenny must 
really be loaded. 

Myre: Loaded! Why his 
house is sinking into the ground, 


there’s it. 


they 


Sa\ 


so much MOney in 


Haven’t you ever seen his place? 


It’s a real joint. 


Muasy: Is he the character that has 
visiting hours in the afternoon? 

Myrrie: Yes, and he charges admis- 
sion, too. But something funny’s 

going on. Why don’t 


up there? 


and I £O 


Muvasy: Fine, and maybe we can get 


some of that cash for the Red Cross. 
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Mynrtrie: Now, Mugsy, remember. 
You’re reformed. You promised 
Mussy: Aw, heck! That’s right 
Myrtrie: C’mon. (They exit 
x* &£ & & 
SCENE 2 


SETTING: The Victorian living room of 


the Pinchpenny home. 
At 


elegantly and wearing many jewels, 


tise: Enizanern, dressed very 
is striding up and down impatiently, 
peering out the window, stamping her 
foot. Behind her walks a servant, 
Mortimer, with a fan attached to a 
pogo stick. He tries to keep up with 
her and fan her at the same time 
LizABeTH: Where is he? Where is he? 
The delivery should have been here 
by now. 
Mortimer: Miss, can you slow down 
a little bit? 
EuizaBetH: Mortimer, if you don’t 
like your job 
Mortimer: No, Miss Elizabeth. I 
like my job. I like running after you. 
KiuizaBpetu: You do?) Why, Mortimer! 
Mortimer: | didn’t really mean it 
that way. 
Kuizaperu (/furt): You didn’t? 
(Slrides to mirror) 
Mortimer (Miserable): Woe is me! 
KuizaAneru: [ need my earrings. Cet 
them for me 
Mortimer: Where are they, Miss? 
MLIZABETH In my 
(Mortimer runs to table and returns 
using the pogo stick to vault across 
the floor. Kxizanern takes the purse, 


opens il, and, as she digs for the ear- 


(Snaps): purse 


rings, money pours onto the floor 
Mortimer starts jumping around, 
picking it up.) Mortimer! Stop that 
this instant. What 


shameful be- 





havior. (lle still.) 
drop what’s in your hand. 


and she 


stands Now 

Ile does 

motions him to continue 
fanning.) 

Mortimer: Aren’t you going to pick 
it up? 

KLIZABETH: What for? It’s just a few 
pennies. | know how 


don’t even 


such a small amount got in 


= 


my 
purse. 
Mortimer: There’s money all over the 
floor. 
ELIZABETH: Complaining always 
(She stalks out of the 
room, Mortimer running after her 
and fanning desperately. As they 
disappear, BREWBERRY enters, the 
perfect butler. When he sees that the 
room is emply, his entire athtude 
changes. He becomes the bloodhound, 
bent over, almost sniffing as he searches 
under pillows, tables, ete. Ie 
covers the money in the center of floor. 
Off comes his hat, in goes the money 
as Mr. and Mrs. PINCHPENNY enter. 
Mr. PINCHPENNY is dressed modestly, 
but Mrs. PINCHPENNY is rather 
decorated. Many jewels, bracelets and 
strings of pearls adorn her. There are 
all her fingers with an 
enormous jewel on one. She 


complaining. 


dis- 


rings on 

leans 
this hand on her husband’s shoulder 
for support.) 

Mrs. PINCHPENNY: Brewberry! What 
are you doing? (BrREWBERRY does a 
double take, hat with money goes on 
his head, but he rises, thinks fast, and 
is holding a speck of dust in one hand.) 

Bur_er: I endeavor to keep the house 
spotless, Madam. (Drops dust into 

pocket) 1 hope this meets with your 
approval. 

Mrs. 


PINCHPENNY (Suspicious): Yes, 


Brew- 
BERRY lakes a feather duster and goes 
lo work, hat shill on his head, still 
Mrs. 


nudge 8 her husband 


go on with your duties. 


warching for money. PINCH- 


PENN) Pinch- 


penny, that’s 1 ery curious. 


Mik. Pincupenny: He probably just 


forgot to take it off. 
\Irs. Pincurpenny: Ask him about it. 
\Ir. PINCHPENNY: Do I have to? 
Mrs. Pincnpenny: Ask him about it! 
Mr. Pincupenny: I say there, Brew- 
berry, ol’ pal, ol’ chap, why are you 
wearing your hat indoors? 
BUTLER: 


I’m afraid 


chill, Sir. 


I’ve caught a 

The doctor said not to 
take my hat off. 

Mrs. 


prescription. 


What a 
BUTLER 


PINCHPENNY: curious 


Joes about 
his business.) 1 don’t trust him, 
Pinchpenny. I don’t trust him for 

a minute. Look how he’s searching 
for things. 

Mr. PiIncurpenny: Just dust, my dear, 
just dust. 

Mrs. PINCHPENNY: You’re always de- 
fending him. 

Mr. PINCHPENNY: He’s an old friend. 

Mrs. Pincurenny: An old friend 
I’ll bet he knows the secret of that 
locked room, even though I don’t. 

Mr. Prncurenny: No one knows the 
secret of that room except me. 

Mrs. I’m 
Why won’t you tell me? 

Mr. Pincupenny: I can’t my dear, I 
can’t. 

Mrs. Pincupenny: An old friend 
remember that $10,000,000 that 
disappeared last year? 

Mr. PIncureNNy: Vaguely. 

Mrs. PINCHPENNY: 


PINCHPENNY: your wife. 


I’m the 
one who should have been given that 


Vaguely! 





title. (Points to banner) You don’t 
really deserve it. 

Mr. Pincurpenny: You must admit 
that compared to the money we have 
in all those rooms, ten million dol- 
lars is just a drop in the hat. 

Mrs. Pincurenny: We never did find 
it. Rather strange for ten million 
dollars to get up and walk away. I 
feel sure that Brewberry had some- 
thing to do with it. 

Mr. PINCHPENNY: You’ve flipped your 
lid on that one, Petunia. 
berry is innocent. 

Mrs. Pincurenny: He is, is he? Do 
you notice how strange he’s been 
acting ever since his mother took ill? 

ButLer: Excuse Madam. I 
couldn’t help but overhear. 
rection 


Brew- 


me, 
Cor- 
ever since my mother got 
well. She needed a number of trans- 
fusions, as you'll remember. = I 


could get no help from you, so I 
went to the Red Cross and received 
generous help. 

Mrs. PINcHPENNY: There was nothing 


personal in that, Brewberry. After 
all, you can’t expect Mr. Pinch- 
penny to keep his title if he starts 
giving money away. 

Butter (Sarcastic): Of course not, 
Madam. (Knocking, offstage) Excuse 
me. (zits and returns with Dr- 
LIVERY Boy who is out of sight behind 
a mountain of boxes.) 

Detivery Boy: Delivery for Miss Eliz- 
abeth Pinchpenny. (Boy stumbles 

MLIZABETH ap- 
pears al the door, runs across the room 
followed by Mortimer who is still 
fanning desperately. ) 

ExuizaBberu: They’ve come! At 
they’ve come. 


and boxes go flying. 


last 
(Boxes are piled up 


on MortIMER until he is out of sight.) 
I’m not to be disturbed for the rest 
of the evening. 

Butier: Do you want supper, Miss? 

Evizapetu: You can send it up. Ill 
be too busy looking at my new 
things. (Starts for door.) 
berry 

Butr_er: Yes, Miss? 

Exvizasetu: The boxes of old clothes 
will be in the hall for you to take 
away. 

Mrs. Pincupenny: Old clothes? You 
don’t have anything that’s more 
than three months old. 

Evizavetu: Oh, Mama! Styles change 
very fast; you know that. 
oul) 

Mrs. Pincupenny: That’s your child, 
Percival, your influence. Why, when 
the committee hears about this, I 
just know they’ll take our title away 
from us. 

Denivery Boy: I won’t tell, Mrs. 
Pinchpenny, cross my heart and 
hope to die. 

Mrs. PincuPENNy: How dare this low 
creature speak without permission? 
How long has he been here? 

ButLer (Checks watch): Past the one 
minute limit, Madam. 

Detivery Boy: I know, I know. 
(Digging in his pocket) Costs me 
fifty cents after one minute — 
visitor’s fee. I heard all about you 
loonies up here, but it’s worth it. 
(Pays BuTLer) It really is — like 
going to the zoo. 

Mr. Pincupenny: Give him back his 
money, Brewberry, and get him out 
of here. 

Mrs. Pixncupenny: No, keep 
money and get him out of here. 


Brew- 


(Rushes 


his 





Detivery Boy (As Butler advances): 
I’m going, I’m going. This is great 
— really great — got to see it to 
believe it. Wow! (BuTLer charges 
DeLIvery Boy runs.) 

But.er: I’m afraid it’s four o’clock, 
but we can cancel the visiting today 
if you want to. 

Mr. Prncupenny: Perhaps we should, 
Petunia. You look upset. 

Mrs. PINCHPENNY: What! Cancel 
visitors at fifty cents a head? 
Pinchpenny, you’re not worthy of 
the title. Let them in. (Takes out 
glasses to see. A motley, ill-clothed 
collection of poor people enter. They 
pay the Butter by dropping coins 
in a box. The BuTLER disinfects the 
money with a spray gun before it is 
put in the box. The people gather in a 
corner, looking around in wonder- 
ment. Muasy and Myrt.e enter 
last. They wink at the ButTuer.) 

But er: Fifty cent tour begins in one 
minute. Please do not touch any- 
thing or look at anything too closely. 
Tour begins in thirty seconds. (/e 
pushes some of the people back as they 
surge forward to look at Mrs. Pincu- 
PENNY.) We begin by viewing the 
Pinchpenny jewels. Since Mrs. 
Pinchpenny is wearing them today, 
perhaps she will show them to us 
before she leaves. (Mrs. Princu- 
PENNY rises with difficulty. She gets 
her hand up on her husband’s shoulder. 
It slips, and she almost falls.) Notice 
how Mrs. Pinchpenny’s ring almost 
dragged her to the floor. It is a 
magnificent stone of one thousand, 
four hundred and eighty-two carats. 
Excuse me. (BUTLER rushes over, 

whips out a cloth and polishes the 
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ring. The visitors line up and Mrs. 
PINCHPENNY, supported by her hus- 
band, goes down the line. Each per- 
son in turn is blinded by the brilliance 
of the diamond.) You were warned 
not to look too closely. However, 
the effect will pass in a moment. 
(Mr. and Mrs. PINCHPENNY leave. 
Tour continues) On your right, the 
door leading to the green room. 
Here, all the greenbacks are piled 
and sorted. Next, the door leading 
to the silver room for silver coin. 
On your left, the gold room for gold 
bullion and ingots. 

Mugesy: What’s that one? 

Butter: That is the secret room. No- 
body knows what is in there, except 
Mr. Pinchpenny. 

MyrtLte: What about Mrs. 
penny? 

Butter: Not even she, though she 
nags her husband about it con- 
stantly. (There is a banging at the 
door. ) Excuse me. (The DELIVERY 
Boy enters, staggering under the 
weight of an enormously heavy bag.) 

Detivery Boy: Well, here I am again, 
bud, but I didn’t think I’d make it 
this time. 

Butter: You may take that around to 
the counting room by the back way. 

De.ivery Boy: Now he tells me. 
(Looks around and speaks to visitors) 
Boy, this place is really nuts, isn’t 
it? (Laughs, lifts, groans, exits.) 

MyrtLe: What was that? 


Pinch- 


Butter: The daily money delivery. 
Muasy: What kind of money did he 


have in there? Gold cannon balls? 
Butter: No, today he just had pack- 


ages of ten thousand dollar bills. 





Muesy: Why didn’t you put them in 
the green room? 

But Ler: They must be counted first. 
bill 
master’s heart. 
VISITOR 
money! If we could only have a 

little money! 

Butter: That is included in the fifty 
cent tour. (lle takes a basket and 
starts throwing handfuls of money into 
the air. It scatters and floats down, 
as the people scramble desperately to 
get i.) 

MuaGsy: Wait a minute. 
ture is this? 

Myrrie: This 


Scrooge. 


A missing would break the 


Falls on his knees): Money, 


Whose pic- 

King Midas? 
one has Kbenezer 

MuGsy: This isn’t money. 

Burter: Of Souvenir 
money that ends each tour. Visitors! 
Attention! (They snap to.) Dis- 
missed! (They file out. The Bur.er 
follows and stops Mvuasy and 
MYRTLE. ) 

Myrrie: Hey, 
meaning to ask you. 
wearing your hat? 

Bur er (Agitated): The name is Brew- 
berry, but enough of that. We must 
hurry. (Looks around) Do you have 
your collection box? (Muasy holds 
his container out, aghast, as Brew- 
BERRY lakes off his hat and pours the 
money into it.) 

Mrs. PiIncuPEeNnny 
berry! 


course it Is. 


Beansie, I’ve been 


Why are you 


(Offstage): Brew- 

Bur.er (Jumps): | wonder if she saw 
me! J] don’t care. I don’t care 
if the whole world knows. (Shouts) 
Sure, I give to the Red Cross, and 
I’m proud, do you hear? 
proud, proud! 


Proud, 


Mrs. PINcHPENNY 
berry! 
BurLer: Coming, Madam. 
Myrrve: Here’s our chance. 
Mvuasy: What do you mean? 
Myre: The secret door. 
Mucsy: But, Myrtle, I’ve reformed, 
Myre: | but if IJ 
don’t find out what’s in that room, 
I'll lose 
Mugsy, we’re just going to lool! 
Muesy: All right. (Rubs his hands in 
glee) Hot-cha-cha! 


(Offstage srew- 


Exits 


know you are, 


my marbles. Come on, 


(Works es pe rtly, 
swings door open and the two dis- 
appear Mr. and Mrs. 
PINCHPENNY and BUTLER enter 

Mrs. PIncuPpEeNNy: | 

‘ what’s been going on in here. 


inside. ) 


know 
What 


want to 


were you shouting about? 
Mr. Pincupenny: Look! My 

room! 
Mrs. PINCHPENNY: At 


(She runs to the door, is startled as 


secret 

The door is open! 

last, at last! 
MuGsy and Myrr_e come out with a 
small piece of paper.) 

Muesy: I don’t get it. There’s nothing 
in that room but a table 

Myrtve: And this piece of paper. 

Mrs. PIncuPENNy: Is that all? What 
kind of a piece of paper? 

Mr. Pincurpenny: Nothing, my dear, 
just a piece of harmless paper. 

MuGsy: It’s more than that. It’s a 
canceled check for a donation to the 
Red Cross by Mr. Pinchpenny! 

Myrrve: Yes, and it’s for ten dollars. 

MuGsy: Look again 
dollars! 

Myre (Rubbing her cyes): 
minute 


it’s a thousand 


Wait a 

it says a hundred thousand 
dollars. 

Muesy: A hundred thousand? 
million, 


It’s a 





Mus. PINCHPENNY: Let 
This must 


me see that. 
be some mistake. Red 
check from Mr. Percival 
Pinchpenny. TEN MILLION DOL- 
LARS! (She faints, and Myxter and 
MvuGsy catch her as E.izaperu and 
MORTIMER run in. 


( re ss 


MortTIMER starts 
fanning Mrs. PINCHPENNY. ) 

Myrrie: Don’t take it so hard, Mrs. 
Pinchpenny. He gave it to a good 
Cause, 

Mr. Ptncurpenny: Yes, but I couldn’t 
let anybody know 
wife. 
title. 

Mrs. PINCHPENNY: What title? 
the 
there 


not even my 


You know how she loves my 


When 
about this, 
any title (Sobs) 
We’re through! 

hold of 


committee hears 
won't be 

We're through! 
EuizaBeru: Get vourself, 
mother. 


Murs. PINCHPENNY: You don’t under- 


stand. No one understands. All my 


life | wanted to marry a man with a 


title —- a baron, or a lord, or at least 
a duke. But none of them asked me 
until your father came along, and 
now he won’t have a title either. 

Mvuacsy: Wait a minute, Mrs. Pinch- 
penny. When the committee hears 
about this, they’ll probably give Mr. 
Pinchpenny another title “The 
Most Generous Man in the World.” 

Mr. PrincuPenny: I’d like that. Would 
you, Petunia? 

Mrs. PiIncurenny: I never thought of 
it before. “The Most Generous Man 
in the World.” I like it. I like it 
very much. How much shall we 
give? 

Mr. PINCHPENNY: As much as we can. 

Mrs. PINCHPENNY: That goes for you, 
too. (T7'0 audience) Maybe you can’t 
give millions, but you can be gen- 
erous. 


Aut: The Red Cross needs all of us! 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


THe SEcRET OF PINCHPENNY MANOR 
Characters: 5 male 


extras 


3 female; male and female 


Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Myrtle and Mugsy are dressed 
poorly. Brewberry wears tails and a derby 
hat. Elizabeth wears a very elegant gown 
and many jewels. Mr. Pinchpenny is 
dressed in modest, everyday clothes. Mrs. 
Pinchpenny wears an elegant gown, and 
many jewels, bracelets and strings of pearls 
adorn her. There are rings on all her fingers, 
with an enormous jewel on one. The De- 
livery Boy wears a uniform and cap. 


Properties: Collection box, pogo stick, play 
money, both silver and paper; many depart- 
ment store boxes, a large gunny sack, a 
check; purse for Elizabeth, feather duster 
for Brewberry. 

Setting: A Victorian living room, furnished 
very ornately. There are four doors — one 
green, one yellow, one silver, and one like 
the vault of a bank, with a huge combin- 
ation lock in the center. A big sign 
reading, ‘“The Greatest Miser in the World 
— 1940-1958,” hangs on the wall. There 
are the usual chairs, tables, sofa, and 
lamps placed in the room. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





TEEN-AGE PLAYS for 
ALL OCCASIONS 


by Mriuprep Hark anp 
NoEL McQuEEN 


A collection of 22 lively one-act 
plays by two well-known play- 
wrights for young people. In ad- 
dition to all the major holidays, 
there are exciting plays for such 
occasions as Mother’s Day, Election 
Day, and Graduation. Simple set- 
tings and inexpensive costuming 
make these plays ideal for amateur 


production. 


Junior and Sentor High 
(Clothbound) 465 pages; $5.00 
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HOLIDAY PLAYS for 
LITTLE PLAYERS 


by Desoran NEWMAN 


Young children will be delighted 
with the 33 short plays in this fine 
collection. Written with imagina- 
tion and understanding, these lively 
dramas are easy to produce and will 
capture the interest of little players. 
Kasy-to-memorize lines, natural sit- 
uations, and simple settings make 
the plays ideal for youngsters. All 
important holidays are covered 
plus special occasions such as Fire 
Prevention Week, Election Day, 
Book Week, Flag Day, and Class 
Day. 


Lower Grades 
(Clothbound) 286 pages; $4.00 


PLAYS, Inc. 


8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 
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Round-the-Year Plays 
for Children 


by Atice VERY 


Included are 35 royalty-free short 
plays for all important holidays and 
festive occasions, adaptations of folk 
tales and legends, nature plays, and 
special dramatizations for the four 
seasons of the year. Lively plots, easy 
to produce. 

Lower and MiddleGrades 279 pgs., $3.50 


Blue-Ribbon Plays 
for Graduation 
edited by Syitvia E. KAMERMAN 


A™collection of one-act, royalty-free 
plays suitable for commencement pro- 
grams. This book contains an ex- 
citing variety of dramatic material to 
highlight graduation and promotion 
exercises. 

Juntor and Senior High 203 pgs., $3.50 


Four-Star Plays for Boys 
edited by A, 5. Burack 


These 15 one-act, royalty-free plays 
for all-boy casts offer a wide range of 
settings (Sherwood Forest, a modern 
newspaper office, a circus, etc.) and a 
variety of characters (cowboys, clowns, 
pirates, space men, and American teen- 
agers). Easy to produce. 
Lower Grades through Senior High 

237 pages, $3.50 


(Standard Clothbound Books) 


PLAYS, Inc. 


Publishers 
8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 
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Part Two 


Middle Grades 





Swiss Mystery 


by Esther MacLellan and Catherine V. Schroll 


Characters 


Mrs. Rosinson, who Swiss 
pension 
ANNA, her daughter 


WALTER, her son 


runs a 


Mr. Epwarps, an American staying 


with the Robinsons 

Mrs. Epwarps, his wife 

SusAN, their daughter 

Jim, their son 

TIME: A summer afternoon. 

SETTING: The living room of the Robin- 
son home. 

At Rise: Mrs. Epwarps is sealed be- 
side table, turning pages of large book. 
SUSAN enters from right carrying a 
doll. 

Mrs. Epwarps (Looking up): Hello, 
Susan. Where have you been? 

Susan: To the with 
Mother, I love Switzerland! 


Anna. 
I’m 
so glad we could come with Daddy. 
Wasn’t it lucky for us, too, that we 
found Mrs. could 
live with her and not have to stay at 
an old hotel? 

Mrs. Epwarps: I thought you liked 
hotels. 


store 


fobinson so we 


Susan: I do, usually, but it’s better 
here where Jim and [ have friends 
of our own age. Anna is lots of fun, 
Mother. 

Mrs. Epwarps: She’s a nice girl. 
like her very much. 


Susan: She’s always wanting to do 


something for me, Mother. ‘Today 
she let me play with her doll. 
Mrs. Epwarps: You don’t enjoy play- 
ing with dolls now, do you, dear? 
Not much. I’m getting too 
old, but I wouldn’t tell Anna. 
Mrs. Epwarps: Of course not. 
Susan (Putting her doll on her mother’s 
lap): This is a very special doll to 
her. It’s been handed down in the 


SUSAN: 


tobinson family for years and years. 
Isn’t it odd? Look at the eyes, 
Mother. They’re not like eyes at all. 
Mrs. Epwarps (Laughing): They look 
like two black stones. 
Susan (Looking around): Sh! You 
\lother. Anna’s 
You'll 


mustn’t laugh, 


coming any minute. hurt 
her feelings. 

Mrs. Epwarops: I’m sorry, Susan, but 
aren’t her eyes funny? ‘lwo stones. 
And a wig of horse’s hair! 

Susan (Picking up doll and fondling 

Dolly. 

attention to unkind remarks. Anna 

(Glancing at book) What 
are you reading, Mother? 

Mrs. 
land, 


it): Never mind, Pay no 


loves you. 


Epwarps: A book on Switzer- 
We want to see 


the country as we 


as much of 
If your 
father isn’t too busy perhaps we can 


can. 

visit Geneva this week end, 

SuSAN (Leaning over): Is this a picture 
of Lake Geneva? 


Mrs. Epwarps: Yes. Isn’t it lovely? 





(Pointing, The lotty, 
Mont Blane. 
Susan: How beautiful! 


snowy peak is 


What does it 
mean? 
Mrs. Mont Blane 


white mountain in French 


EpWAkDs: Mecans 
Susan: So Geneva is near France? 
Mrs. Epwarps: That’s right. 

Susan: If we go to Geneva the Swiss 
will be talking French, while here 
they speak German. 

Mrs. Epwarps: And in Ticino, still 
another tongue Italian. 

Susan: Anna learns two languages at 

and French; and 


school, Cerman 


she knows some Italian, too. She 
can speak English as well as we do. 
I wish I knew another language 

Mrs You 
much from Anna as you can. (/nter 
Jim from right. 

Jim: Hi, Mother! 


do we eat? 


EDWARDS: must learn as 


Hello, Sue. When 

Mrs. kypwarps: You simply can’t be 
hungry after that enormous break- 
fast you ate. 


Jim: | am. 


The brisk air sweeping 
down from the Alps, I suppose. The 


I want three 


Do | 


food tastes wonderful 


big cheese sandwiche- 
' 


soy! 
love Swiss cheese 
Susan: I was reading in the guide book 
that 


good is because of the grass the cows 


the reason Swiss cheese is so 
eat. The grass has extra vitamins or 
extra flavor, I forget which. 
Maybe both. 
No 


Jim: Who cares? 


cheese is good. 


SWIss 
wonder it’s 
famous. 


I could 
chocolate 


Susan: I like the chocolate. 
eat six pounds of Swiss 
right this minute. 


Jim: Only six? 


I could eat ten. May- 
be twenty if I tried. 

Mrs. Epwarps: Please don’t try! 

Jim (Crossing to left): Shall I call Mrs 
tobinson? Shall I tell her we’re 
hungry? 

Mrs. Epwarps: 
We'll have lunch when Mrs. Robin- 
son is ready. While you’re waiting 
you can write a letter to Aunt Edna 

Jim: Me? Write a letter now? I’m 
half starved. I might faint. 

Mrs. Epwarps: We’ll take that 
chance. Aunt Edna gave you five 
dollars before you left and it’s time 
you thanked her. There’s paper and 


Indeed you won't 


a pen on the table. 
Jim (Going to table): 1 know I'd do a 
better job if I had something inside 
(He JOcs left, sits down and 


There is a 


me. 
begins to wrile. pause 
Susan plays with doll. Morier 
reads, Wawver enters at right 

Mrs. Epwarps: Hello, Walter 

Jim (Looking up): Hi! 

Mrs. Epwarps: Jim! Letter! 

Jim: It’s finished Mom. All 


I have to do is write “Your loving 


(Writing 
nephew.” (He jumps up waving 
Here it is! Done! Ended! 
Completed! Ready to mail! 


pape r) 


Mrs. Epwarps: How could you write 
a letter so fast? Let’s hear it. 

Jim: Yes, Ma’am. (Reading) Dear 
Aunt Edna. Thank you for the five 
dollars. 
like to buy a watch. 
Swiss are wonderful 


I haven’t spent it vet. I'd 
You know the 
watchmakers. 
However, I can’t find the watch | 
want for five dollars. I’m. still 
looking. Your loving nephew, Jim. 
Mrs. Epwarps: Jim Edwards! You 
don’t call that a letter, do you? 





Jim: Sure. It tells everything. Thanks 
for the money. 
terrific. They are, Mother. 
never saw such watches. 


Swiss watches are 


You 


Susan: French Switzerland is the cen- 
ter of the watch industry. If we 
go to Geneva this week end, you 
can look for one there. 

Mrs. Epwarpbs: First you'll write a 
real letter. Throw that away, and 
in your next don’t mention wanting 
a watch or not having enough money. 
It isn’t polite. 

Jim: What shall I say? 

Mrs. Epwarps (/landing him book): 
tead this guide book. Find some 

interesting facts about Switzerland. 

Show Aunt 

something. 

till you're finished 
letler in 
pape: 


wriles. 


Edna you're learning 
Not a word out of you 
(Jim 
Gels 
Sils 


throws 
another 
left 


wastebasiet. 

from tabli and 

Waxvrer: Did you know I had an aunt 
in America, Mrs. Edwards? — In 
Grover, New York 

SUSAN: that’s right near 
Crestview where we live. 

Warrer: Really? 

Jim: Sure. It 
America, we'd be almost neighbors. 


(irover! 


vou could come to 


Mrs. Epwarps: Jim! The letter! 

Jim (Writing): Yes, Ma’am. 

WaLrer: My aunt wants us to move 
to America. We’re her only relatives. 

We'd have 


(ANNA enters 


Susan: Why don’t you? 


lots of fun together. 
left.) 
ANNA: 
money. 


the 
We're not as rich as you 


Because we don’t have 


Americans. 


Susan: We’re not rich, Anna. We 


were able to come to Switzerland 
because Daddy’s an importer. 

ANNA: Importer? 

Jim (Looking up): Dad buys things in 

then sells them 

I think he’s look- 
ing at cameras today. 

Mrs. Jim! 


time! 


Switzerland and 


again in America. 
the lust 


EpWARDs: lor 


Jim (Writing furiously I’m sorry, 
Mother, | forgot. 

ANNA: We were rich once, our family. 

Wavrer: Oh, Anna! 


Don’t bring up that old story 


That was long 
ago. 
again. 

ANNA: It’s 

always Is. 

A mystery! Tell us 
please. (Mrs. ROBINSON enters left.) 

Mrs. 


lunch? 


interesting. A mystery 


SUSAN: Anna, 


RoBiInson: Are you ready for 


Not \Irs 


Anna is going to tell us the mystery. 


SUSAN: now, Robinson 

Mrs. Rospinson: The story of the lost 
treasure? 

Susan: Lost treasure! It sounds better 

Is it really true? 

Mrs. Ropinson: Who knows? 


and better. 

It’s a 
story that has been handed down 1 
our family for generations 

SusAN: Please tell us 

ANNA: Go ahead, Mother. 

Rob- 

You'll 
You 


Mrs. Epwarps: Sit down, Mrs 
inson, and be comfortable. 
tell the 
have made us all excited. 
Mrs 
There’s very little to tell. 


Hans 


house, 


have to story How 


Dear me! 
My an- 
built 


ROBINSON (Sifting): 


cestor, tobinson, who 
this 
wealthy at least for 
which he The 


sitting in Was his business office. 


was a wealthy man, 
the 
room we're 


times in 
lived. 





Susan: How exciting to live in an old, 
old house! Ours doesn’t have any 
treasures or mysteries or anything. 

ANNA: An dishwasher! <A 
colored television set! Those would 
be treasures enough for me. 

Jim: Quiet, you girls! 
tobinson. 


Mrs. 


and wealthier the strong box where 


electric 


Go on, Mrs. 
{OBINSON: As Hans grew older 


he kept his gold no longer seemed 
safe to him. The fear of being robbed 
preyed on his mind. 
he sent 


One morning 

his whole family to the 

When they 
returned every scrap of gold had 
been removed from the strong box. 
And well that’s all. 

Susan: All! A story has to have an end, 

Wavrer: This one doesn’t. No one 
knows what old Hans did with the 
money, 

Jim: He must 


mountains for the day. 


have hidden the 
the 


gold 


somewhere in the 


house or 
garden. 

ANNA: Our grandmother said that each 

the 


thoroughly. 


room. in house 


was searched 


Iiven the floors were 
taken up. 

Wawvrer: Every inch of the garden was 
searched. ‘The vegetables uprooted 
and the flower beds. 

Mrs. Ropinson (/tising): I must get 
lunch. Who knows whether there 
Was a treasure? 

Susan: Of course there was. 

Jim: Why didn’t old Hans tell his 
sons where he put the treasure? 

Mrs. 
the 


wanted 


LOBINSON: One son was at war, 
other a spendthrift. 

the treasure for his 
granddaughter, 
he dearly loved, 


Hans 
little 
Marguerite, whom 

Hans was strong 


and healthy. He did not guess he 
would die suddenly. 

Anna (Holding up the doll): This doll 
belonged to Marguerite. Old Hans 
gave it to her. 

Susan: No wonder you take such good 
care of the doll, Anna. 
in your family for ages. 

Anna: Yes, I’ve had her since I was 
little. She was Mama’s doll and 
Grandma’s and I love her. (She 
hugs the doll and hands her to Susan.) 


She’s been 


Susan: | love her because she’s yours, 
Anna. 

Jim: Oh, boy! What silly talk over an 
old doll. Do you love her, Walter? 
If you love her, I’ll love her. Mother, 
can you love her if Dad loves her? 

Mrs. Epwarps (Laughing): Jim, be- 
have yourself. Is that letter finished? 
temember you weren’t to talk until 
it was, 

Jim: You can treat me like a human 
being again. The letter is done and 
I don’t mind saying that it’s a 
masterpiece. 

Mrs. Ropinson: [’ll go now and bring 
luncheon. Come, Anna, you may 
help. 

Jim: Don’t go, Mrs. Robinson. You’re 
going to miss a real treat. 

Mrs. Ropinson: Perhaps you will let 
me read it 
exit left.) 

Jim: Two of my audience gone. Alas! 

Mrs. No your 
joking now. Let’s hear the letter. 


later. (She and ANNA 


EDWARDS: more of 


Jim (Rising and pacing back and forth): 
Dear Aunt Edna, We are all enjoying 
our visit to Switzerland, which is a 


small country situated in 


urope. 


central 
The area is 15,944 square 
miles, of which 22.6% is unpro- 





ductive, that is bare mountain, 
plateau slopes, lakes and _ rivers; 
24.8% is occupied by forests, 24.35% 
consists of Alpine pastures, and only 
28.3% is agricultural land. The 
largest of Switzerland are 
Zurich, Basle, Berne, Geneva, and 
Lausanne. 


cities 


Berne is the capital. 
Tourism is a big business as are 
watch-making and the manufacture 
The 


intelligent 


of machinery and _ textiles. 

Swiss are 

hard working. (Turning to 
Wa rer) Hear that, Walter? You’re 
clean, intelligent and hard working. 

Wavrer (Rising and bowing): Thank 
you, 


very clean, 


and 


Jim: Many Swiss winter resorts in the 
high Alps are famous for 

Mrs. Epwarps: Jim! 

Jim: Good, isn’t it? 

Mrs. That 


do, and you know it. 


EDWARDS: letter will not 
Jim: | think it’s interesting. 
Susan: It’s full of information, 


Aunt Edna will learn a lot. 


Mother, 

Switzer- 

land is a small country in central 

Kurope consisting of about 16,000 
square miles... 

Jim: The Zurich, 


Jasle, Berne, Geneva, and Lausanne. 


largest cities are 

Wavrer: Berne is the capital. “Tourism 
is a big business. 

Jim: Look how 
Mother. 
book. 

Mrs. Epwarps: That’s the trouble. 
You might as well send the book: 
you’ve copied it word for word. No, 
Jim, you'll have to write another 


You 


much we all know, 


My letter is just like a 


letter, but I'll give you a rest. 
may do it tonight. 
Jim: Couldn’t | 


send a posteard? 
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Aunt Edna loves me. 
want me to suffer. 
Mrs. Epwarps: No. (inter ANNA 
from left with tablecloth and tray.) 
Susan: I'll help clear the table. (She 
and ANNA remove books, papers, vase. 
While talking, they spread cloth, set 
table, arrange chairs.) 


She wouldn't 


Anna, let’s 
look for the treasure this afternoon. 
Maybe we can find it, 

Jim: If the treasure’s going to be 
found, Walt and I will do it. (T'ap- 
ping the walls) This should be the 

It was old 

Hans’ office, where he spent most of 

his time. Shall we start, Walt, old 

man, by looking for a secret hiding 


best place to search. 


place or a hidden room? 
WaLrer: Sorry, Jim, but there’s no 
hidden room or secret hiding place. 
My great grandfather found that 
out. 
Jim: Too bad. ‘Too bad. 
a hidden room. 
should at least 


hidden room. (inter Mr. Epw 


I was count- 
ing on Kvery old 


house have one 
ARDS 
from right.) 


Mr. 


for lunch? 


Epwarps: Hello! Am [ in time 

SUSAN (Running to him 
Daddy. Anna and J 
the table. Did you buy any cameras? 

No, I hadn’t time. I 
was buying wood carvings. 

Jim: The Swiss 


: Just in time, 
were setting 


Mr. Epwarpbs: 


are famous for wood 


carving. See in my book. 


Mrs. Epwarops: And rightly so. CGrood 


Swiss 
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wood carvings are lovely 


(Turning to ANNA) Anna, please tell 
your mother that Mr. Mdwards will 
be here for lunch, too. 
left.) 

Mr. Epwarps: What did I hear about 


(ANNA exit: 





a hidden room’? Is there a mystery 
in the house? 


Yes, il 


treasure, 


SUSAN: mystery and a_ lost 

Mr. Epwanrps: Splendid. 

Mrs. Epwarps: For once you're home 

Mrs. 
We 

can stroll through the garden while 


early. | want you to see 


Robinson’s beautiful flowers. 
I tell you the story. 
Mr 


(Mr. and Mrs. Epwarps exit right. 


Epwarps (Rising): A good idea. 

Jim: Now, Walter, while we’re waiting 
for lunch we’ll start on the treasure 
hunt. First we’ll think 

Sesan: We'll all think. 

Jim (Getting doll and handing it to her 
Treasure hunting is a man’s work 
You'd better get Anna 
the doll. 

Scesan: Well! 


Jim: Quiet, please! 


and play with 


(Pace 


Now, Walter, you say that there 1. 


. Mp and dou ti 


positively no seeret room or hiding 
tight? 
Warrer: Right. 
Jim: Ceilings have been thorough, 
Right? 


place. 


spected and floors torn up 

Wavrer: Right 

Jim: In my opinion, then, it would be 
a Waste of time to search this room 
any further 

Water: Right, | agree. Now what? 

Jim: We consider the rest of the house: 
Are there any parts as old as this? 

Water: My room was old Hans’ bed- 
room. 

Jim (Striking his fist against his palm 
The very place. Let’s go, Walter. 
(ANNA enters from left.) 

Susan: Don’t vou want Anna and me 
to help? 


Jim: No, no, little sister. Walter and 
I can handle this treasure hunt very 
nicely. (Jim and WALTer exit right 

Susan: Little I’m a 


younger, and Jim acts as though I 


sister! year 
belong in a baby carriage 

Anna: Walter is the same. 

SUSAN: Anna. 
We can find the treasure as well as 
they. 

ANNA: 


Let’s show those two, 


How? My grandfather and my 
great-grandfather looked e 
where 


very- 
SUSAN looked 
They didn’t find it 
Let’s think, Anna. 


a diary? 


They couldn’t have 

everywhere. 

Did Hans keep 

Do you have any of his 
old letters? 

ANNA: No, nothing. 

SUSAN 


Hans 


ANNA: 


I’m beginning to dislike old 
Didn’t he leave anv clue? 
Well, dying 


there were his 


words 


Susan: Dying words? They’re always 


iportant. What were they? 
ANN \: Before he collapsed he had only 
time to murmur weakly, ‘The 
The stones!’ 


“The The 


That’s a clue all right. The treasure 


stones! 


SUSAN stones! stones!” 
must be diamonds or something like 
that 

Anna: My grandparents looked for 
jewels all their lives. 

Susan: Where? 

Anna: Everywhere 

SUSAN: Stones! Who was 

(She clutches 


ANNA by the arm) Anna! 


Stones! 

talking about stones? 

I have it! 
I know where the treasure is! 

ANNA: You do? 

Susan (Picking up doll): It’s the doll. 
Don’t you see it’s the doll? 





ANNA: What about the doll? 

Susan: You've had her all your lite. 
You're used to her looks. But when 

Mother 

“Her eyes are like 


| showed her to she said 


right away, 
Get it? 


Stones. 


stones.” 
ANNA: No. 


Susan: Have you ever heard of black 


pearls? 


Anna: Yes 


pensive, 


They're frightful 


Susan: Have you ever 
pearls? 

Anna: No. 

Susan: Naturally, then, vou wouldn't 
recognize black pearls. Points 
dramatically to doll) Why couldn't 
her eyes be black pearls? Or brilliant 
diamonds covered with tar? 

(nna: Do vou believe it? 

Enter Jim and WALTER) 


, 


SUSAN: Sure. 

Jim: Isn’t luneh ready * 

Susan: Did you find the treasure? 

WaLrer: Jim was too hungry. 

Jim: We'll find it after lunch. 

Susan: You don’t need to bother 

ANNA: Susan’s found it. 

Watrer: Where?) Where? 

Honest, Susan? 
found it?  (nter 
EDWARDS. ) 

\In. Epwarps: What’s all the excite- 


You 


and 


really 


\T ns. 


Jim: 
\Ir 


ment? 
ANNA: Susan found the treasure 
It’s the doll. 
Mother, how vou said her eves were 


SUSAN: Remember, 


like stones? Anna just told me that 
old Hans’ dying words were, ‘The 
He meant her 


<tones! The stones!” 


eves. Couldn’t they be black pear!s 
or diamonds covered with tar? 
\I ns. 


strange eyes, 


Epwarps: The doll does 


have 


Like none that I have 


(Mrs. 
howl 


ever ROBINSON erflers 
with 
lable 

\Ixs. Ropinson: Lunch is ready. 

Not Not 
found the treasure. 

\In. Let 
I’m no expert, but I believe [I can 
tell the 
ones. 

\Ins 
found the treasure? 

\Ir Inspecting doll 
I’m afraid not. 


SCC, 


which she sets on 


large 


ANNA: now! now! Susan's 


EDWARDS: me see the doll 


vou i stones are precious 


ROBINSON: Stones! Susan's 


EDWARDS 


Susan: They’re not black pearls or 
diamonds? 
\Ir. EpWwarps: 
black stones. 


Nothing more. 


The doll’s 


Plain ordinary black 


eves are 


stones. 
Susan: Oh, dear! I’m so sorry, Anna 
I was sure we’d found the treasure 
Jim (Slowly): Maybe you have, Susan, 
maybe you have. 
Susan: No. The eyes are only stones. 
It’s the doll. 
\ren’t dolls like this 


with sawdust? 


Jim: Bother the eyes. 
The insides. 
stuffed 


the doll to Marguerite. 


Hans gave 
He wanted 
her to have the jewels. (Waving the 
doll) Maybe he hid them here. Did 
anybody look inside the doll? 
\Irs. Ropinson: No, | don’t 
<o. When the cloth on the doll be- 
came worn, we just re-covered her 
The doll had been stored 
in an old trunk. | took her out and 


sewed on a new cover, a new skin, 


beheve 


for Anna. 


and made her new clothes. 
Mrs. 


rip 


willing to 
the doll’s 
Perhaps the 


Kpwarps: Are 
the 
\Irs 

children are right. 


you 


out stitches in 


, 


body, Robinson’ 





Mrs. Ropinson: Why not? Anna, 
get my scissors, please. (ANNA exits 
and returns with scissors.) 

Wavrer: Hurry up, Mother. (Children 
crowd around Mrs. RoBInson at 
center of stage) 

Mrs. Roprinson: Dear me! My hands 
are shaking. Will you finish, Mrs. 
Edwards? 

Mrs. Epwarps: Certainly. (There is 
a pause ) 
Jim: Yippee! There’s a stone! Is it 

glass or is it 

Susan: Examine it, Daddy. 

Mr. Epwarps (/olding stone to light): 
Ah, this 


found something! 


is better. Now you’ve 


Anna: What is it?) What is it, please? 


Mr. Epwarps: It’s a diamond, all 
right. 

Watrer: Here’s another. 

Susan (Handing stones to Mr. Ep- 
WARDS): And another! And another! 

Mrs. Epwarps: That’s all. 

Mr. Epwarps (Looking at each one): 
Four diamonds. 
ure. 


A very nice treas- 


Jim: The mystery is solved. 


Mrs. Rosinson: How much are the 
diamonds worth, Mr. Edwards? 
Mr. Epwarps: I couldn’t tell you 
exactly. My wife says you want to 

come to America? 

Mrs. Ropinson: Yes, I do. 
my sister. 

Mr. Epwarps: I think there’d be 
enough for that. After lunch, we’ll 
take the diamonds to a good jeweler. 
He'll know their value. 

Mrs. 


down everyone. 


To join 


toBINSON: Lunch! Come, sit 

(She goes to table.) 

Susan: After finding diamonds who 
could think of lunch? 

Jim: I could. 

Watrer: I could. 

Mr. Epwarps: I won’t say no. (He 
pulls up chairs for Mrs. Epwarps 
and Mrs. Rosinson.) 

Mrs. The 
treasure has been waiting to be 
found for a long, long time. 

Mr. Epwarps: It can wait a little 
longer before going to the jeweler’s. 


Epwarps: Come, girls. 


Susan: We might as well give up, 
Anna. (The girls take their places 
at the table as the curtain closes.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Swiss MysTery 
Characters: 3 male; 4 female. 
Playing Time: 20 minutes. 
Costumes: Modern dress for all. 


Pro = ies: 


Large book, for Mrs. Edwards; 


old-fashioned doll, with black stone eyes, 
for Susan ; small guide book, pen, and paper, 
for Jim; tablecloth, tray with dishes, and 
scissors, for Anna; large bowl, for Mrs. 
Robinson; stones, for Mr. Edwards. 
Setting: The living room of the Robinson 
home. The room is furnished comfortably 


with sofa, chairs, lamps, etc. 


At one side 


of the room is a large table, with several 


chairs around it. 
near one chair. 


There is a wastebasket 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Fairy Gold 


by Mary Nygaard Peterson 


Characters 


TomMMY 
MorTHER 
GRANDFATHER 
FISHERMAN ELF 
SHOEMAKER ELF 
OTHER ELVES 


Tive: Long, long ago. 

Sertinc: In the woods. There are 
several trees, and branches of firewood 
are strewn around the stage. There is 
a large rock upstage center. 

At Rise: Tommy, Moruer and GRranp- 
FATHER are in the woods gathering 
firewood. 

GRANDFATHER: This is about all the 
wood I can carry, daughter. I'll 
be on my way to the house. 

Moruer: That’s fine, Father. You go 
on ahead. Tommy and I will be 
along soon. (GRANDFATHER exits.) 

Tommy: Don’t you think this is 
enough, Mother? My arms ache. 

Mortuer: Not yet, son. We'd better 
pick up a little more. 

Tommy: You know, Mother, when I 
get big I’m going to be rich. Then 
we won’t ever have to go to the 
woods to find firewood. 

Moruer: That’ll be nice. You’ll have 
to work awfully hard, though. 

Tommy (Sitting on his pile of wood): 
I’d much rather play. There must 
be some way to get money without 
working for it. 
thought.) 


(He sits deep in 


Moruer: Some honorable way, you 


mean? If there is, I don’t know 
anything about it. 

Tommy (zcitedly): I know something 
I’m going to try! These woods are 
full of leprechauns, they, 
Mother? 

Moruenr: I’ve heard that, but I think 
it’s just an old tale. 

Tommy (Firmly): I think it’s true. 
Grandfather has them. He 
says they’re rich, too, and have pots 
and pots of gold. 

Moruer: Even if it were true, just 
how would that help us? 

Tommy (Impatiently): Don’t you see, 
Mother? 
those 


aren’t 


seen 


I’m going to find one of 

leprechauns, and ask him 
where they hide their pots of gold. 

Moruer: [ don’t think that’s being 
very kind to leprechauns. Anyway, 
they’re pretty hard to catch, from 
what I hear. 


Tommy: I’m going to try, anyway. 


Mortuer: I’m not going to stand 
around and wait for that. Right 
now, I’m going home to start supper. 

Tommy (Pleading): But the woods are 
getting dark, Mother, and Grand- 
father says that this is the best time 
to catch leprechauns. 

Moruer: I’m going now, Tommy, 

leprechauns or no leprechauns. You 

can stay for a little while if you want 
to, but be sure to bring your wood 

We'll need it. 

Tommy: All right, Mother. 
the wood. 


when you come. 
Ili bring 


(Moruer exits. Tommy 
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gets up and tiptoes about the stage 
peering behind trees and speaks to 
himself) Grandfather says the lepre- 
chauns are tiny, real tiny, and if we 
don’t look 
them at all. 


closely, we won't see 
He SaVs lots of people 
probably mistake them for twigs, or 
dry leaves, or rocks. (He continues 
lo tiptoe about, shading his eyes to look 
and there | (He 

suddenly, that a 


leprechaun on that rock, or is it a 


here wonder 


slops staring) is 
tiny animal, maybe a chipmunk? 
Yes, sir! It’s a 
leprechaun, sure enough! He’s stand- 
ing on a rock, fishing. Shucks, he’s 
not so tiny, after all. I can see him 
just as plain, now that I know he’s 
there. I’d better be careful, or he’ll 
ship away. Grandfather says they’re 
quick as anything 
(Tomy 


(He Cres ps close r 


and clever. 


comes closer to the 


rock. 


The bisuerMAN ELF comes out from 


behind the rock. He is fishing. 
Tommy calls loudly) Hello, there. 
FisHeRMAN ELF ([n a@ high voice): Oh, 
my dear. Sakes alive. You startled 
me, sir. And I’m quite sure you’ve 
frightened away all the fish. 
‘Tommy: I’m sorry for that. 
FisHeERMAN Ever: No matter. I have 
enough for today, anyway. If vou’ll 
just move over and let me pass, I'll 
take my fish home and cook them 
for supper. (He picks up fish.) 
Tommy: Not so fast. Not so fast. 
hisH&RMAN Er: What do you mean? 
| must go fast or supper will be late. 
Tommy: Tell me one thing, first, and 
then vou may go. 
FisheRMAN Er: | know if I 
can tell you anything, sir. 


don’t 


I’m not 
one of those smart elves. 


Tommy: You can tell me this, all right. 

FIsHERMAN ELF: In that case, I shall 
probably be glad to tell you. What 
do you want to know? 

Tommy (Loudly }: Where do you lepre- 
chauns keep your gold? 

FisHeRMAN Exr (Innocently): What 
gold? 

Tommy: You 


Everyone 


well what 
that you 
leprechauns have pots and pots of 


gold 


know very 


gold. knows 
So come on, now, tell me where 
you keep it. 

FisHermMan Ever: Oh dear! Oh dear! 
(He hugs himself in agony) You know 
[ can’t tell you that. I’d get myself 
into trouble if I did 
It’s a secret. 


- had trouble. 


Tommy: Secret or no secret, vou have 
to tell me where it is or [ won't 
let you go. 

FisHeRMAN Exr: Oh dear! Oh dear! 

(There is a moment of silence, and 
then he speaks in disgust.) Now I’ve 
done it. Now I’ve really done it. 

Tommy: Done what? I didn’t see you 
do anything. 

FisneRMAN Exe: Dropped my fish- 
hook. Now 


catch any more fish. 


I'll never be able to 

And all the 
other leprechauns depend on me to 
catch fish for them. That’s my job. 
Now I really am in trouble. That 
I am. 

Tommy (/mpatiently): Never mind the 
old fishhook. I'll help you find it if 
it means so much to you, but you'll 
have to tell me where you keep your 
gold. (He looks about for the hook.) 
Where do you think you dropped it? 

FisHeRMAN Er: It must have fallen 
right down here by this rock. Is 
that it, that loose 


down there in 





dirt that shiny thing? 
Tommy: Il’ll see. 


lool . 


(He points.) 
(He bends down to 
The FisuerMan ELF tosses a 
hig cloud of dust up into his eyes, 
then runs quickly offstage.) Awr! 
A-choo! A-choo! A-choo! (Tommy 
rubs frantically at his eyes, and when 
he can see again he looks this way 
Where? He’s 
gone! It was just a trick! He played 
a trick on 
vouce 


and that for the Fur. 

me! (Jn a threatening 

If I ever catch that elf again, 
he’ll never get away. Never! 

Morner (Offstage): Tommy! Tommy! 
(Moruer enters.) Oh, there you are. 

I’ve been waiting for vou, Tommy. 

All the wood is gone. There’s such 

a strong wind down the chimney it 

doesn’t last any time at all. You’re 

so late. Aren’t you ready to come 
home vet? 

Tommy: Mother, I’m 
stamps his foot.) So mad! 

Moviiex: Angry, dear. 

Tommy: I’m madder than angry. I’m 
mad! 

Morner: Why, what’s the matter, 


son? 


(He 


sO mad! 


What’s happened to upset 


you so? 

Tommy: I had a leprechaun, Mother 
right here. I had it, and it got away. 

Mortuner (Becoming excited): You did? 
It did? You didn’t dream it? 

Tommy: It was no dream, Mother. I 
saw a leprechaun fishing on that 
rock, right there. (He points. 

Morner: I declare! | 
have believed it 

Tommy: But I did. 
on that rock and I wouldn’t let him 
down until he told me where to find 
the gold. 

Mornuer: What did he tell you? 


never would 


I had him cornered 


Tommy: That’s what makes me so mad. 


He said he dropped his fishhook in 
the dirt (He points) He 
seemed to feel so bad. 


there. 

I bent down 
to help him look for it. Quick as a 
wink, he blew dirt into my eves and 
ran away. 

Moruer (Shaking head): 
bad, son. But 


That’s too 
I’ve heard that no 
one can get ahead of the leprechauns 
Tommy: 7’ get ahead of them. Now 
I know they’re here, and next time 
I'll not let them fool me. 
Moruer (Doubtfully): 1 don’t 
But what I do know, is that 
the kettle won’t boil unless we build 


know, 

son. 

a fire under it. So come along now 
with your wood, 

Tommy (Grambling): All right, but [I’m 
coming back first thing in the morn- 
ing, and then those leprechauns had 

(MorueR and 

Tommy exit with armfuls of wood 


better watch out! 
As soon as they have gone the Fisuer- 
MAN ELF comes onstage cautiously, 
When he is 
sure that the coast is clear, he whistles 
softly. The Suommaker Ev then 
comes on and looks around. Then he 
whistles softly and beckons to th 
ELVES offstage to come on.) 
FISHERMAN Exe (/n a loud whisper 
They’ve gone 


peering around corners. 


is clear, 

SHOEMAKER ELF: You're sure they're 
gone? They won't be back? 

FisHERMAN Exe: I doubt it 


The coast 


Not till 
morning. 

SHOEMAKER Ee: Then let’s go on with 
our dance Thi 


again 


beckons offstage 


Come on. It’s safe. (OTHER 
We must 


Fisherman Elf got 


ELVES enter.) Let’s dance. 


celebrate. aAWay 


from a human today. 





Ex.ves: Hooray! Hooray! (They join 
hands and circle gaily, then sing and 
dance an elfin dance.) 

SHOEMAKER EF (At last, breathless): 


Phew! That was almost too much 


forme. I must be getting old. Hard 
on shoes, too, I expect. I’ll probably 


be all day tomorrow, repairing them. 
(The Ex.ves sit about fanning them- 
selves and looking happy.) 

FISHERMAN EF: You’d better not get 
too interested in fixing your shoes, 
I’m a’thinkin’. 

SHOEMAKER ELF: Why not? 

FisueRMAN Er: Better keep an eye 
out for that boy, Tommy. He’s a 
smart one, and he’s made up his 
mind to catch one of us. 

SHOEMAKER Er: I’ll be careful. 

FisHERMAN ELF (Pointing offstage): 
Say, is that daylight already? (All 
the Ex.ves look and nod.) 

SHOEMAKER E.F: It certainly is. Isn’t 
it strange how short the nights are? 

FisHERMAN Er: Especially the nights 
when we dance and have fun. I 
think we’d better be going. That 
boy’ll probably be out here at the 
first crack of dawn — and his grand- 
father, too. 

SHOEMAKER Er: I hope not. That’s 
when I do my best work. Maybe 
I can finish before he gets here. 

FisHERMAN Er: Come on, then, let’s 
go. (The Ex.ves take hold of hands 
again, frisk about a time or two, and 
scurry off. Soon Tommy comes tip- 
toeing onstage, looking to left and 
right.) 

Tommy: Grandfather says the lepre- 
chauns are usually up early in the 
morning. They won’t beat me. 
Why, the sun’s hardly up yet. (He 
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looks at the sky, then continues to 
tiptoe around. Suddenly, he pauses, 
listening.) I hear a sound already. 
Is it a woodpecker? No, It doesn’t 
sound like that. (There is a sound of 
tapping. Tommy peers around trees. 
Then he stops abruptly.) There he is! 
Another leprechaun! A shoemaker, 
this time. I’d better be careful. I’m 
not going to let this one get away 
from me. I won’t take my eyes off 
him one second. (The SHomMAKER 
ELF comes in right, tapping and 
stitching.) 

SHOEMAKER Exe (Humming in a high 
voice, with words to fit his actions): 
A tap, tap goes my little hammer, 

I pull this little thread — 

Tommy (Creeping up, he makes a sudden 
dive, and catches the SHOEMAKER ELF 
by the arm): There! I’ve caught you, 
fair and square. 

SHOEMAKER Eur: You startled me! 

Tommy: I’m sorry for that. 

SHOEMAKER EF: Do you always 
pounce on people like that, young 
man? 

Tommy: You’re not people. 
a leprechaun. 

SHOEMAKER ExF: You’re mistaken, lad. 
We’re people all right — the little 
people. And you’re hurting my arm 
most dreadfully, too. 

Tommy: I’m sorry for that. But if 
you'll tell me the honest answer to 
one little question, I’ll let you go — 
right away. 

SHOEMAKER EL F: I’m sure I’! be glad 
to tell you anything I know, but I 
must warn you, I’m not famous for 
my brains. 

Tommy: You'll be able to answer this 
question, all right. 


You’re 





SHOEMAKER E.r: Then I’m sure I'll 
be glad to help you out. What is 
the question? 

Tommy (Impressively): Where do you 
leprechauns hide your gold? 

SHOEMAKER Eur: Oh dear! Oh dear! 
If I told you that, I’d be in trouble. 

Tommy: You’re in trouble now. 

SHOEMAKER Er: Sol am. And you’re 
hurting my arm, too — most dread- 
fully. 

Tommy: You know how you can get 
free. Just tell me where you hide 
your gold. 

SHOEMAKER EF: And then you’ll let 
me go free? 
to die? 

Tommy: I promise — hope to die. 

SHOEMAKER ExrF: All right. Ill tell 
you. We keep it under the roots 
of that tree. (Pointing) 


You promise? Hope 


Tommy (Going over to it, still holding 
the SHOEMAKER ELF): This tree? 

SHOEMAKER E xr: That very one. 

Tommy (Looking it carefully up and 


down): Hmmm. Under the roots, 
eh? I'll have to get a shovel, and 
maybe Grandfather to help me dig. 
But how will I know which tree 
when I get back? (He thinks, 
scratching his head with his free hand. ) 
Oh, I know. I’ll tie my handkerchief 
around the tree. 

SHOEMAKER Exr: And now you'll let 
me go? You promised. 

Tommy: I’m afraid you'll have to 
promise me something first. 

SHOEMAKER EF: That hardly seems 
fair. A bargain’s a bargain. But 
what do you want me to promise? 

Tommy: That you won’t take my hand- 
kerchief off this tree while I am gone. 

SHOEMAKER EF (Relieved): Oh, Ull 


promise that. We leprechauns never 
disturb other people’s property. (/Te 
looks at Tommy pointedly.) 

Tommy: All right. All right. So you 
don’t. Get along with you, then. 
(He gives the SHOBMAKER ELF a 
gentle shove.) 

SHOEMAKER ELF (From a safe distance) : 
Goodbye, young man. If you’ll take 
a bit of advice from me — you'd 
be better off working for your gold 
than trying to get someone else’s 
away from them. 

Tommy: And if you'll take a bit of 
advice from me — you’d better run 
along, or I may catch you again. 
(The SHOEMAKER ELF exits hastily. 
Tommy ties his handkerchief firmly 
about the trunk of a tree and exits also. 
As soon as he has gone all the Eves 
troop in, carrying handkerchiefs. ) 

FISHERMAN EvF: Is this the place? 

SHOEMAKER E-r: Yes. See, there’s his 
handkerchief. We’ll have to hurry. 
I’m sure he’!] be right back. 

FISHERMAN E tr: I’d like to see his 
face when he gets back. 

SHOEMAKER ELF: Be sure to tie your 
handkerchiefs to look just like 
Tommy’s. (The Exves laugh gaily 
as they tie handkerchiefs to all the 
trees. SHOEMAKER ELF views the 
scene.) All done. Now let’s hide. 
If we’re careful, we can watch him 
while he hunts for his tree. Enves 
scatter. Tommy, GRANDFATHER and 
Moruer enter. TOMMY carries a 
shovel.) 

Tommy (Looking around): This should 
be the place. I’m sure it is. 

Moruer (Excited): I believe you're 
right, son. I see your handkerchief 
tied to a tree. (She points.) 





(SRANDFATHER (Puzzled): But this tree 
has a handkerchief on it, too. (He 
points in another direction. 

Tommy: And so has this one. 
is my handkerchief. 
third tree.) 


And this 


(Eramining a 


Moruer: So is this, Tommy. 

GRANDFATHER (Cackling): You know 
something, laddie? Al! these trees 
have handkerchiefs tied to them. 
And I'll bet all the handkerchiefs 
are exactly alike. 

Mornuer (Who has been examining thi 
handkerchiefs): All the handkerchiefs 
are exactly alike. 
Father. 

GRANDFATHER (Cackling): That’s the 
leprechauns for you, lad. Never 
heard of anyone getting the best 
of them yet. (Tommy looks very de- 

He leans on his shovel and 


You’re right, 


jected. 
(GRANDFATHER 
puts a comforting arm about him.) 
mind, 


thinks, chin in hand. 
Never laddie. The lepre- 
chauns are tricky, but maybe we 
can get the best of them vet, if we 
keep on trying, eh, lad? 
Tommy (Doubtfully): I don’t 
(;randfather. 
CiRANDFATHER (Cheerfully 
laddie. 


would you? 


know, 


: Sure now, 


You wouldn’t be giving up, 


Tommy (Reaching a decision and 
No, Grandfather. 
| give up. I think Mother is right 


We'll never get the best of the lepre- 


straightening up): 


chauns, and it wouldn’t really be 

honest if we did. I don’t believe I'd 

want to take the gold away from 

those little fellows — they sure are 
smart. 

GRANDFATHER (Slapping his thigh): 
Now you're talkin’, laddie. It’s all 
right to try to get the best of the 
little fellows just for a game, but I 
wouldn’t want to do them a bit of 
harm, myself. 

Tommy: I wouldn’t, either, now that 

They’re cute little 
fellows, aren’t they? 

Mortner: Well, since it looks as if we’re 
not going to be rich, I suppose we'll 

to get to work. 


I've seen them. 


have I imagine 
you're both hungry after this big 
adventure. 

‘Tommy: And I know the kettle won't 
boil without a fire under it, 
take some firewood home with us. 

(;RANDFATHER: Smart lad, Tommy. 
\lways did say you took after your 
grandfather. 


so let’s 


(They gather wood in- 
dustriously for a short lime, then exit 
with it. As soon as they are gone, the 
They take hold of 
hands and skip in a circle.) 


ELVES re-enter. 


Eives (Chanting): 
Thev’re gone, they’re gone, 
The woods are ours. 
(ur gold is safe. Our gold is safe 
Hooray, hooray, hooray. 
THE END 


(Production Notes on page 78 





The Case of the Missing Parents 


by John 


Characters 
2 DerecTIVES 
ANNOUNCER 
SENATOR J. P. FOGHORN 
LouDMOUTH, in audience 
REPORTER 
3 Boys 
SETTING: Bare stage. 
At Rise: Derecrives stroll to 
middle of stage and face audience 
Ist Derective: Ladies and gentlemen, 
the story you are about to see is 
true. 


the 


Names have been changed to 
protect the innocent. Conditions are 
l)E- 
ANNOUNCER enters 


the same as they are now. 

TECTIVES leave. 

and comes to center of stage.) 
ANNOUNCER: Ladies and gentlemen, | 
the of 


Senator J. P. Foghorn. 


have pleasure presenting 

(Applause. 
SENATOR walks out, wearing a vest 
stuffed with a pillow, under a suit 
coat, ) 

SENATOR: Friends, and you are my 
friends, I point with pride to my 
record, to my success in everything 
I have attempted. Thanks to me, 
wages are higher. 

LoupmMoutu: Yes, and so are taxes. 
(SENATOR clears his throat and coughs. 
Gesturing toward his stomach, he con- 
tinues. ) 

SENATOR: I, personally, am responsible 
for this 
surplus. 


state’s decrease in farm 
This year alone ten, ves, 
ten gambling halls in this state have 


closed, 


LoupMoutTH: Twenty more have 


A. 


( ‘ampbell 


(SENATOR clears throat. 
SENATOR: There is no doubt .. . it 


opened. 

Is 
evident that my record is far superior 
to any other. 

RePORTER: Senator, | am Mark Usel- 
dinger the Portland Pea- 
pickers’ Annual Manual. The An- 

Manual like know 

what your Boy Scout policy is. 


from 


nual would to 
Senator: Mr. Useldinger, I have great 
confidence in my Boy Scout policy. 
Why, during my term in office, 


Troop 2 has gone on 20 camping 
trips. ‘Troop 72 has gone on 30 
tEPORTER: I know, Senator, but what 
about Troop 461? (SeENaroR pulls 
oul small book and starts thumbing 
through its pages.) 

It must be 
(He finds de sired 
Dejected) Mr. Useldinger, I 


am sad to say there is one flaw in 


SENATOR: Troop 461, eh? 
here some place. 
page. 


my Boy Seout record, and that, ot 
This 


has been constantly falling behind 


course, is Troop 461. troop 
ever since the disappearance of Vr. 
How- 
ever, all is not lost, for at this very 
the world’s 
detectives are trying to locate them. 


and Mrs. Parent Cooperation. 


moment two greatest 
(SENATOR leaves stage. As a record of 
“Dragnet” plays in background, Dr- 
TECTIVES enter al opposile end. They 
walk to middle of stage and pretend 
to knock on the curtain as if tt were 
a door. Sound of running water 

Ist Boy (Offstage): Just a minute. I’m 


in the bathtub. (Jn a moment, \s% 





Boy, dressed in a bathrobe, steps in 
front of the curtain.) Yes, what do 
you want? 

Derectrives (Displaying credentials in 
billfolds): Police officers. We would 
like to talk to you. 

Ist Boy: What about? (Derrecrives 
replace wallets in pockets.) 

Ist Derecrive: Know anything about 
the disappearance of Mr. and Mrs. 
Parent Cooperation 
Troop 461? 

Isr Boy: I’m not talking. 

2np Derecrive: Come on, buddy, tell 
us what you know. 
portant. 

Isv Boy: I’m not talking. 

Isy Derecrive: Come on, bud, let’s 
have it. 

Isy Boy: I’m not talking. 

2nd DereEcTIVE Isr De- 
TECTIVE): He needs interrogation. 

Isy Derecrive: Let’s question him. 
(Derectives take boy behind cur- 
tain. Sound effects, a gurgling sound 
made by blowing air through a straw 
into a cup of water.) 

Boy (In muffled Help! 

They’re drowning me in the bathtub! 

All right, all right. I'll talk. (De- 

TECTIVES walk through curtain and go 


missing from 


It’s very im- 


(Facing 


IsvT voice): 


to one end of the stage, 
TECTIVE knocks. 
DETECTIVES credentials, 
put them back in their pockets.) 
2np Boy: City dicks, eh? 
Ist Derecrive: That’s right. 
2np Boy: Looking for Mr. and Mrs. 
Parent Cooperation? 
2np Derective: How did you know? 
2nv Boy: I get around. 
Ist Derecrive: Know where they are? 
2nvd Boy: No, but I know someone 


where 2nd DrE- 
2nvD Boy answers. 
then 


show 
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who does. I have his address here 

some place. (2NpD Boy fumbles 

around in his pockets.) Here it is. 
2nD Derective: Thank you. 

2np Boy: Good luck. (Derrecrives 
go to opposite end of stage and knock 
on curtain. 3rd Boy answers. Both 
Derectrives go through the routine of 
showing credentials. ) 

2nD Derective: Police officers. 

3rD Boy: What do you want? 

Ist Derecrive: Where are Mr. and 
Mrs. Parent Cooperation? 

3rD Boy: I don’t know what you’re 
talking about. 

2nD Derecrive: Don’t hand me any 
of that, where are they? 

3RD Boy: How should I know? 

Ist Derecrive: This information is 
very vital to our case. We want 
your assistance. 

3RD Boy: I still don’t know. 

2ND Derecrive: Quit beating around 
the bush. Let’s have it straight. 

38RD Boy (Drawing a gun): Where do 


you want it? Between the eyes? 


(Derectives draw two loaded cap 
guns and fire three shots at 3rd Boy. 
He staggers and falls to the ground, 


He with 
breath) They’re out there. (Points 
to the Derectives walk 
away from body and face the audience. ) 

Isr Derecrive: Ladies and gentlemen, 
if you know anything about the 
whereabouts of Mr. and Mrs. Parent 
Cooperation please report at once to 
Mr. Anderson, scoutmaster of Troop 
161. 

2np Derective: Ladies and gentlemen, 
we thank you. (Curtain.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 78) 


coughing. his last 


gasps 


audience. 





Part Three 


Lower Grades 





The Busy Barbers 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
CLIPPY 
SNIPPY 
NIPPY 
Presto, the magic barber 
Presto’s HELPER 
BARBER POLE 
Customers: 
JuDY 
Berry 
JACK 
Mary 
Bos 
JANE 
BILLY 
JOE 
SALLY 
14 Moruers 
SetrinGc: A barber shop. There are 
three large chairs at center stage, and 
chairs or benches upstage for cus- 


j the busy barbers 


FRED 
BENNY 
LENNY 
TepD 
PRUE 
MoLLy 
PoLLy 
SUE 


tomers. 

At Rise: Beside each large chair stands 
a Barser, with a large pair of silver 
cardboard scissors. On each chair is 

a large towel or ib. Jupy, Berry, 

Jack, Mary, Bos, Jang, BILuy, 

Jor, and Sauiy are seated on the 

benches. The children wear name 
cards. 

Barpers (In concert): We are three 

busy Barbers. 
We each have a chair. 
We serve little children 
By cutting their hair. 


Cuppy (Bowing): I’m Clippy. 
Snippy (Bowing): Um Snippy. 
Nippy (Bowing): I'm Nippy. 
Customers ([n concert): And we are 
the children, 
As you will soon learn, 
Who sit here in patience, 
And wait our turn 
With Clippy, (Cuiippy bows.) 
With Snippy, (Snippy bows.) 
With Nippy. (Nipry bows.) 


We love to watch Barbers, 
And see what they do, 

And if you are quiet, 

We'll let you look, too. 
Watch Clippy, (Ciippy bows.) 
Watch Snippy, (Snippy bows.) 
Watch Nippy. (Nippy bows.) 


(BARBERS pick up lowels from chairs 

as Jupy, Berry, and Jack come for- 

ward and climb into the chairs.) 

CHILDREN (Singing to tune “Did You 

ver See a Lassie?’”’): Did you ever 
see a Barber, a Barber, a Barber, 

Did you ever see a Barber do this 
way and that? 

Do this way and that way, do this 
way and that way, 

Did you ever see a Barber do this 
way and that? 

(On first verse Barpers shake out 

their towels and fasten them around the 

CusToMERS’ necks.) 





Cusromers (Singing): Did you ever 
see a Barber, a Barber, a Barber, 

Did you ever see a Barber snip this 
way and that? 


Snip this way and that way, snip 


this way and that way? 


Did you ever see a Barber snip this 


CUSTOMERS 


In concert): Our thanks 
for the haircuts. 

They’re really quite nice. 

We reach in our pockets | /retend 
to do 80) 

And pay you the price. 


To Clippy, (CLipry bows.) 


way and that? To Snippy, (Sxippry bows.) 


On second verse BARBERS wield their To Nippy 


(Nippy bows.) 
cardboard scissors in pantomime of  Barners (As Jupy, Berry, and Jack 
exit): Next! (As three new Cus- 
TOMERS, Bitty, JOE, and SA..y, 
come forward and climb into the 
chairs, Presvo enters, followed by his 
Hecrer and his Barner Pore. He 
carries a folding canvas chair. His 
He_per and Barser PoLe carry a 
folding sereen on which there is a 
sign “TRICKY HAIRCUTS.” They 
stride past the three Barsers, and 
Presto. sets up his folding chair on 
oppositd side of the 


harreutting. 


CusToMerRs (Singing): Did you ever 
see a Barber, a Barber, a Barber, 
Did you ever see a Barber rub this 
way and that? 
Rub this way and that way, rub 
this way and that way, 
Did you ever see a Barber rub this 
way and that? 
On third verse Barners rub Cus- 
roMers’ heads vigorously. ) 
Cusromers (Singing): Did you ever 
see a Barber, a Barber, a Barber, 
Did you ever see a Barber comb this 
way and that? 


stage. The 
Hevreer and Barner Poe set up 
the screen in front of the chair and 


stand on cither side of tt.) 
Comb this way and that way, comb 


Hever (Pointing to Presro who stands 
this way and that way, 


center stage): He’s Presto, the Barber, 


id you ever see a Barber c is fal 
Did you ever see a Barber comb this and I am his aide. 


way and that? 
: Barber PoLte: And I am the sign of 


On fourth verse BArners comb their 
the barbering trade. 


COSTOMERS hair.) rgd ‘ 
Customers (Singing): Did you ever see Boru: We're ready for business. 
a Barber, a Barber, a Barber, 
Did you ever see a Barber brush 
this way and that? 


This way, if you please. 

You'll get twice the service 

For double the fees! 

Brush this way and that way, brush 
this way and that way, 

Did you ever see a Barber brush 
this way and that? 

(On last verse Barsers brush im- 

aginary hair from neck and shoulders 


of CUSTOMERS, 


Presto (Waving his scissors, as he 
makes a deep bow): 
I’m Presto the Barber. 
I know every trick. 
I'll give you a haircut 
That’s shiny and slick. 
unpin towels, and Customers: So can Clippy, 


assist them from their chairs.) Snippy, and Nippy. 





Presto: | use magic scissors. 
I know every style. 
I can give you a haircut 
To make you all smile. 
CustoMErRS: So can Clippy, 
Snippy, and Nippy. 
Presto: I'll show you my haircuts 
Right here on the spot. 
My scissors will change you 
‘To someone you're not. 
CustoMEerRS: What do you mean? 
Presto: I'll make our friend Billy 
Have straight hair like Joe. 
And give little Sally 
teal curls with a bow! 
Customers: You’re fooling! 
fooling! 
You talk through your hat! 
No one can do magic 
With haircuts like that! 
Not Clippy! (Cirpepy bows.) 
Nor Snippy! (Snrppy bows.) 
Nor Nippy! (Nippy bows. 
Presto: I vow I will please you. 
So happy you'll be. 
And if you still doubt me, 
Just try me and see. 
My scissors will give you 
The hair you like best. 
So, if you step forward, 
I’)! fill your request. 
(The three children already in the 
barber chairs sland up and are joined 
by Mary, JAN& and Bos.) 
Mary: I'd like to be different. 
Bos: That’s right! So would I. 
AL: Well, what do you say 


and 


You’re 


That we give him a try? 
CLippy, SNippy, and Nippy: 
Beware! 


Jeware! 


He'll wreck your hair! 
It’s a trick! It’s a trick! It’s a trick! 
(Many and JANe approach Presto. 


JANE has straight hair. Many’s is 
curly.) 
Jane: I'd like to look like Mary. 
Mary: I’d like to look like Jane. 
JANE: I'd like to have some fancy curls. 
Mary: And I would like mine plain. 
Hevreer and Barner Poe: Right this 
way, little ladies. Right this way. 
(Girls go behind screen.) 
Presto (Twirling his mustache and 
brandishing his scissors): I’m Presto, 
the Barber, 
Just watch what I do! 
In a very few minutes 
You'll see who is who! 
Cuppy, Snrppy, Nippy (Sitting for- 
lornly in their chairs): We know 
they'll be sorry, 
And all hate this day. 
We hoped they would listen. 
We hoped they would stay 
With Clippy, 
And Snippy, 
And Nippy. 
(Mary and JANt appear from behind 
screen. They have exchanged name 


signs. Mary is now JAN. JANE is 


Mary.) 

Customers (Clapping their hands): 
did it! Hedid it! Jane looks 
Mary. Mary looks like Jane! 

Bor: Quick, quick, Mr. Presto. 
and I want to be next. 

CusToMERS: It’s fun to look like some- 


one else, 


He 
like 


Joe 


And change your eye-appeal. 
Let’s rush to Mr. Presto, 

And get a whole new deal. 
(CUSTOMERS rush lo Mr. 


chair, joined by eight more children, 


: 
Presro’s 


Herren 
and BARBER Powe (ry lo keep order 
HiLper Poe: 


who Con running on slage. 


and BARBER (set in 
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line! Get in line! One at a time! 
(Children line wp in order of their 
speeches. ) 
Mo ty: I want to look like Polly. 
Prue: I want to look like Sue. 
Pouiy: I want to look like Molly. 
Sue: I want to look like Prue. 
LENNY: I want to look like Benny. 
Trp: I want to look like Fred. 
Benny: I want to look like Lenny. 
rep: | want to look like Ted. 
(Presvo takes cach couple behind the 
screen where they exchange name tags. 
As this the three little 
BARBERS are very sad.) 
‘Lippy, Snippy, Nippy: We're three 
lonely barbers; 
We've lost all our trade. 


goes on, 


We’re praying for someone 
To come to the aid 

Of Clippy, 

And Snippy, 

And Nippy. 


(Morners enter. Lach wears a plac- 


ard Jane’s Mother, Mary’s 
Mother, ete. Lach carries an 
brella. ) . 
Mary’s Morner: We've come for our 
daughters, 
My Mary.... 
Jane’s Morurn: My Jane. 
Mary and Jane: 
Mother, 

But we don’t look the same. 
Mary’s Morner: You're not 
Mary. Mary has curly hair. 
Jane’s Morner: You’re not my Jane. 

Jane has straight hair. 
Poutiy’s Morner: | want my Polly. 
Sue's Morner: I want my Sue. 
Mouuy’s Morner: | want my Molly. 
Prur’s Moruer: | want my Prue. 
Pruk, Suz, Potty, Moiiy: Here we 


um- 


tight here we are, 


my 


are, Mother. See, we have new hair- 

cuts. (Moruers thrust them away.) 
Potiy’s Moruer: You’re not Polly. 
Sue’s Moruer: You’re not Sue. 
Mo.ty’s Moruer: You’re not Molly. 
Prur’s Morurer: You’re not Prue. 
Benny’s Moruer: I want my Benny. 
Fred's Morner: I want my Fred. 
Lenny’s Moruer: I want my Lenny. 
Tep’s Moruer: I want my Ted. 
Boys: Here we are, Mother. 

have 


See, we 
haircuts. (MorHers 
thrust children from them.) 
Benny's Moruer: You’re not Benny. 
Fred's Morner: You're not Fred. 
LeENNY’s Morner: You’re not Lenny. 
‘Tep’s Morner: You’re not Ted. 
CHILDREN: Our mothers don’t 
us. 


new 


know 


They can’t tell who’s who. 
Oh, please, Mr. Presto, 
Oh, what can you do? 

Presvo (Moving forward and bowing): 
Perhaps I can explain. 

Moruers (Pointing at him with um- 
brellas): Who is he? 

Presto: I’m Presto, the Barber. 

With my magic shears 
I gave magic haircuts 
To each of your dears. 

Moruers: You made our children look 
like somebody else? (They surround 
him, raising their umbrellas as if to 
strike him.) 

Presto (Raising arms to protect him- 
self): Please, ladies, please! It was 
what the children wanted. 

CHILDREN: We don’t want it now. 
want to look like ourselves. 

Moruers: We love our children the 
way they are. 
right away. 

Presto: But, ladies! 


We 


Undo your magic 


(Moruers be- 





labor him with umbrellas. He shields 
himself) Stop! Stop! I will take 
back my magic. (Morners step 
back and CHILDREN sland in line. 
Presto waves his scissors over their 
heads.) Presto, Presto, 

Ixnay, Esto, 

Northo, Southo, 

Easto, Westo! 

With a snip, snip here 


And be good as gold, 
With Clippy (Cuippy bows.) 
With Snippy. (Snrppy bows.) 
And Nippy. (Nippy bows.) 
CHILDREN sing to tune of “Barber, 
Barber, Shave a Pig.”) Barber, 
Barber, cut my hair. 
Please, Mr. Barber, do take care. 
Snip, snip here and snip, snip there, 
Please, let us sit in your barber chair. 
And a snip, snip there, (First three children climb into the 
I give these children back their hair. chairs of Cuppy, SNrppy and Nery.) 
(CHILDREN quickly exchange nan ‘Lippy, Sippy, Nippy (Adjusting 
cards and run to their own Moruers. ) lowels): We’re three happy Barbers; 
Moruers (To Presto, raising um- We want you to know 
brellas): Now, take your magic That this is the ending 
scissors and get out of here. (They Of our little show. 
start to chase him off the stage.) 
Presto (To Hevrer and Barber 
PoLe): Come on, boys. This is no 
place for us! (He picks up folding 
chair; the other two pick up sereen 
and run off, pursued by Moruers.) 
CHILDREN: Next time we get haircuts, 
We'll do as we’re told. 


Next time you need haircuts, 
We ask every one 

To steer clear of magic, 

And hope you will come 

To Clippy (Cuiipey bows.) 
To Snippy (Snrppy bows.) 
And Nippy. (Nippry bows.) 


We'll stay with our barber THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Busy BARBERS 


Characters: 14 male; 23 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Children wear everyday school 
clothes. Barbers wear white uniforms. 
Presto wears a long-tailed coat and a fierce 
mustache. His helper may wear a yellow or 
gold uniform. Barber Pole wears a cylinder 
of paper painted the traditional red and 
white, and a tall red-and-white-striped hat. 

Properties: Three pairs of large silver card- 
board scissors, three combs, and three large 
towels or bibs, for Barbers; one pair of large 
gold cardboard scissors and a folding canvas 
chair, for Presto; folding screen with sign 
“Tricky Haircuts,” for Presto’s Helper and 
Barber Pole; name signs, for children; name 
signs and umbrellas, for mothers. 

Setting: A Barber’s shop. There are three 
large chairs at center stage, and chairs or 
benches upstage for customers. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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A Basket of Acorns 


by Alan S. 


Characters 
Mover SQUIRREL 
2 BABY SQUIRRELS 
W oopCcHUCK 
{ABBII 
Mouse 
Berry 
JANE 
KATHY. 
OrHeR GIRLS 
SETTING: A clearing in the woods. 
Av Rise: Moruwer SQuirreL enters, 
leading the hand 2 Bapsy 
SQUIRRELS, on either side of her. She 


by 


slops by a tree stump and holds up 

notice. 
Morner Squirret (Looking at on 
Baby SQuirre, then the other): You 
wait right here while I put up this 
notice. (Hurries over to tree upstage, 
and pins notice on trunk) 
Bay 


Ist SQuIRREL: That's a good 


place to put it. Everyone will be 
able to see it there. 

2Nxpd Baby Squirrer: I think so, too. 
That’s the best place for it. (Morner 
SQUIRREL back to 
SQUIRRELS. ) 

Morner SQUIRREL: That's taken care 
ot. Now 


home. ‘There’s plenty to do. 


hurries BABY 


we'd better be getting 


Ist Baby Squirrec: Can | help you 


clean up the house? 


2xp Baby Squrrrec: Can | help you 


set out the food? 
MovrHer SQurrre. (Nodding her head ) 


Yes, you ean both help. (She takes 
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Feinstein 


BABY SQUIRRELS by the hand. All 
turn around and start offstage. Woov- 
cHucK, Rapsrr and Mouse poke 
heads out, one above the other, from 
curtain on right. They watch Squir- 
RELS exit left, then they stare curi- 
Then, one 
other, Woopcunuck, the 
{ABBIT, medium sized; and 


ously at notice on tree. 
behind — the 
biggest ; 
Mouse, the smallest, tiptoe over to 
tree. Woopcnuck pulls down notice.) 
Woopcuuck (Disappointedly): Fiddle- 
sticks! 


one.” 


It’s addressed “To Every- 


tabbir (Unhappily): 1 thought it was 
some specially important 
There’s nothing 
interesting in a notice that anyone 
can read, 

Mouse 
all — nothing at all. 

Woopcnuck (Still looling at notice): 


What do you know about that? 


secret. 


(Turning away) 


Turning away): Nothing at 


Rannir (Looking back at Woopcnuck ): 
What does it say? 

Mouse (Looking back at Woopcnuck): 
What does it say? 

Woopenuck (Happily): It's Mrs. 
Squirrel’s birthday and she’s having 

(ha- 


ciledly shows notice to Rassit, point- 


a party. Everyone is invited. 
ing to a line in it.) There's going to 
be plenty of food! 

Rawpit: Oh, boy! I love a party with 
plenty of good food. 

Mouse (Rubbing his stomach 
gusto): Me, too! Me, too! 


df ith 





Woopcuuck: Let’s hurry home and 
get ready. (They quickly exit. A 
moment later Berry enters, carrying 
basket with acorns in it. She stops 
near tree stump and looks around.) 

JANE (Offstage): Hi, Betty! (Berry 
looks over her shoulder as JANE, 
carrying empty basket, enters and 
comes towards her.) 1 haven’t been 
able to find any berries at all 
even one. 


~ not 

I’ve looked as hard as 
I can. 

Berry: There just don’t seem to be 
any around here. Kathy and the 
other girls went on ahead to look 
for them. 

JANE: That’s a good idea. I think 
I'll catch up to them. (She sfarts 
away, then stops and looks back at 
Berry.) Aren’t you coming? 

Berry (Shaking her head): ll wait 
here. I promised my mother | 
wouldn’t go any farther than the 
clearing. (She holds out her basket 
lowards JANe.) Besides, look at all 
the lovely acorns I found. 

JANE: Acorns! 
those for? 
Berry (Somewhat hurt): I like them. 
They’re round and hard. See how 
smooth they are, too.” I'd like to 
make a necklace of them sometime. 
JANE: Id still rather have berries. Be- 
sides, Kathy has a prize for the 
one who picks the most. ‘That’s 
what I’d like to win. (She starts 
across stage.) See you later, Betty. 
Berry: Bye, Jane. (Watches as JANE 
exis right, then looks wistfully in her 
basket. ) 


What do you want 


There ought to be a prize 
for gathering the most acorns, too. 


(Walks slowly to tree stump, puts 


hasket down on it. 


Looks offstage.) 


69 


Maybe if I look extra hard I can 
find some berries around here. (She 
extts left.) 

Woopcuuck, Rassitr, and Mouse 
(Wearing top hats ,with «ms around 
one another, enter from right singing 
lustily): Heigh-ho! Heigh-ho! 
Through the woods we go. 
We play all day! We're always gay! 
Heigh-hoooh! Heigh-he! (Abruptly 
slop singing as they reach tree stump 
and see Berry’s basket. Woonpcinuck 
looks inside it.) 

Woopcuuck (Sourly): Ugh! What are 
those? (Raspir looks inside.) 

Raspir (Wrinkling his nose and lool:- 
ing away): Acorns! Horrid things! 
They taste horrible. They even look 
horrible. (Mouss looks inside. ) 

Mouse (Thrusting his hands out in 
front of him and backing away): 
Horrible! Horrible! 

Woopcuuck (Thoughtfully): Wait a 
minute! Mrs. 


she? 


| have a great idea! 

likes nuts, doesn’t 
(Smiles craftily at Rapsir.) It we 
brought her a present she might even 
give us one in return. (RABBIT smiles 
and nods head. Woovcnuck pulls 
off Mouse’s hat and hands it to him.) 
Here! Hold it! (Woopcnuck and 
Rapsir quickly tilt basket and empty 
all the acorns into Movusr’s hat.) 

Woopcuuck, Rassir, Mouse (.irms 
around one another, head offstage and 
extt, Heigh-ho! 
Heigh-ho! Through the woods we go. 


Squirrel 


singing  lustily): 
We play all day! We’re always gay! 
Heigh-hoooh! Heigh-he! (Fading off. 
A moment later Berry enters, head 
howed. Walks slowly to stage center.) 
Berry (Sadly): 

single berry. 


I couldn’t find even a 


(She sighs.) Nothing 





I can do now but wait for the girls. 
lo 


and sits down, leaning against it. She 


(Goes over tree in background 


yawns.) At least | have my acorns. 
(Head She falls asleep. A 
moment later Woopcunuck, RapBBir 


nods. 


and Movs enter, each carrying a 
paper bag. They stop by tree stump 

and look al one another unhappily. ) 
Woopenvuck (Crossly): Some party! 


After 
getting 


Nothing to eat except nuts 


all the trouble we went to, 
her such a lovely present 

Ranpir: The least she could have done 
Was have something good to eat 
That was the most terrible party I’ve 
ever seen 

Mouse (Shaking his head): 


‘Ternble! 


Ternble! 


Woopcenvuck: At least she gave each 


ol us a present (Looking at his 


paper bag curiously) | wonder why 
she told us not to open them until 
we got home? 
Rawr: She said it 
(Becoming cheerful 
it, 
was something very delicious. 
Mouse (Joyfully): | 


] remember, too! 


Was & surprise, 
Come to think 
of I do remember her saying it 


remember, too! 
Woopenvck (excitedly): Vim going to 

open mine right now! (Looks inside 
It can’t be! 
contents into Bervry’s basket on tree 
Looks into basket. 


bag (Quickly emplies 


stump Berries 
nothing but berries! How could she 
do this to me. I hate berries! 


Rawuir (Looks inside his bag. Looks 
up in unhappy surprise, then quickly 
empties contents into Berry's basket. 
Looks into basket.) Nothing but more 
berries! They’re the most awful- 


tasting things. (/langs his head.) 


70 


I feel so bad I could ery. 

Mouse (Looks inside his bag. Makes a 
wry face and quickly empties contents 
into Berry’s basket; looks into basket; 
hegins crying loudly. Woovcneck, 
and Mouse 

Oh! Oh! 


Woopenvuck (Angrily): She calls that 


RABBIT start across 


stage. 


delicious! If there’s anything I don’t 
like it’s berries. 
thought Nuts. 
Rasarr: [ll 
parties again. 


(Adds as an afler- 
Loo. 


never go to of her 


g one 


Mouse (Sniffling and wiping his eyes): 
Never! Never! Never! (They 
right.) 


exit 


Gairus (Murmuring of discontented 
voices approaching from offstage): 
What a wasted day. All I could find 
were a couple. 
at all 
Girs enter. JANE points lo Berry.) 

Jane: Look at Betty. She’s fast asleep. 

Karuy: At least she didn’t waste all 


I couldn’t find any 
(Kite. JANE, Karuy and other 


her time looking for berries. 


JANE (Looking in her basket unhappily 


A whole afternoon, and all we could 
find were a few blueberries. 
Karuy (Sees Berry’s basket and gasps 
Look at this! Look 
Setty found! (Giris all 
crowd around Berry’s basket.) 
that! 
raspberries and currants! 


in amazement, 
at what 


JANE: Imagine Blueberries, 
Gairus (Lxcited murmuring of astonish- 
What you 


How did she ever 


ment from others do 
know about that! 
do it? (Ite. Karny picks up 
Serry’s basket and hurries over to 
her, JANE and others following.) 

KATHY Betty! 
Betty! Wake up. (Berry opens her 


eyes and lool:s around. 


(Shaking Berry): 





Berry (Rubbing her eyes): | must have could have picked them. You're 
fallen asleep. (Stretches, then stands just being modest. 


up.) Did you find many berries? Girus (Murmuring of agreement): 
IKKaruy: All we could find were a few That’s true. She always was shy. 
blueberries. Where did you find (kte. Girus crowd around Berry’s 
yours? (Berry looks very puzzled.) basket.) Look how many there are. 
Jane: Thevy’re wonderful! (Takes See how big and juicy they are, too. 
handful of berries from Burrry’s (Etc. ) 
basket and sifts them through her Kharuy (Taking a box from her basket 
fingers.) So many of them ond and opening it, revealing a large pin): 
all different kinds, too! Berry Here it is!) The prize for the girl 
stares in great surprise, then quickly who picked the most berries. (She 
looks in her basket. Her mouth and holds it up, pointing to inscription 
eyes open wide.) on it.) ‘Vhe Champion Berry-Picker! 
(She smiles at Berry.) We all know 


Katruy (Jo Berry): Tell us! Where 
who that is. (She pins i onto 


: , ,  G ” 
- yon ever find them’ Berry’s blouse. Girus clap hands 
Girus: Yes, tell us! How did you 

ever do it? (le.) 

Berry (Greatly bewildered): | I don’t 
know. I didn’t pick all of these 


and murmur congratulations as Berry 
slares down at pin on her blouse, her 
bewilderment giving way lo a happy 
smile as the curtain falls.) 

Jane: It’s your basket; no one else THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
A Basker or Acorns 

Characters: 3 male; 4 female; Baby Squirrels 
may be male or female; as many female 
extras for other girls as desired 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Betty, Jane, Kathy and other girls 
may wear everyday clothes Mother 
Squirrel may wear reddish-brown costume 
with bushy tail. Baby Squirrels may wear 
same with baby bonnets. Woodchuck may 
wear brown fur coat, brown crepe-paper 
tail, and whiskers. Rabbit may wear white 
pajamas, with cardboard ears and cotton- 
tail. Mouse may wear Mickey Mouse cos- 
tume, black headgear with protruding ears, 
black pajamas with tights and black crepe- 
paper tail. 

Properties: Baskets for all the girls; acorns 
and berries (real or artificial); three top 
hats and three paper bags for Woodchuck, 
Rabbit and Mouse. Notice for Mother 
Squirrel and thumbtack or Scotch tape to 
place notice on tree. 

Setting: A clearing in the woods. There is a 
tree stump center left. Upstage center is a 
tree, which may be painted on backdrop if 
desired. Other trees and shrubbery may be 
used if desired. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Snow White 


Adapted by Eva Jacob 


Characters 
Snow WHITE 
THe QuEEN 
Lapy MakGor 
LADY SYBIL 
Two Matrps 
THE SEVEN DWwakrs 
THe Prince 
THe MIRROR, a voter 
SCENE | 
BEFORE The QuEEN 
grandly to center of stage 
where 


tISE: walks 

apron, 

ornate mirror 

She is followed 

by Lavy Marcor and Lapy Sysit, 
who take positions at left and right 
of QUEEN respectively. Laby Mar- 
Gov holds a box of powder and large 
powder puff. Lavy Syst holds a 
golden comb and brush. Matps wait 
in left and right wings respectively, 
unseen by audience. 

()UEEN (Grandly takes powder puff from 
Lapy MarcGor’s hand, pats her face 
with it): Lady Margot, who has the 
loveliest face in all the land? 

Lapy Marcor (Curlsying 
You do, Your Majesty. 
no doubt about that. 


stands an 
fastened lo a screen. 


deeply): 
There is 
(QUEEN re- 
turns puff to Lavy Maraor, takes 


comb from Lavy Sysii, louches up 
her hair with ut 


QuEEN (To Lapy Sypi.): And tell me, 
Lady Sybil who has the most 
glorious hair, the finest skin, the 
handsomest figure in all the land? 


Lapy Sy (Curlsying deeply): You 
do, Your Majesty. (QUEEN re- 
turns comb lo LADY SYBIL.) 

QUEEN (With a flourish): Yes, now, 
at last, I am the fairest woman in 
all the land. Snow White lies slain 
in the deep, black forest. I have 

commanded my hunter to kill her. 

Now there is no one more beautiful 

than JI, (Queen. 

curlsy again. QUEEN 

Mirror with a flourish.) 

Mirror, mirror on the wall, 


LADIES 
addresses 


your 


Who is the fairest of us all? 

Mirror (Voice behind screen): 

Gentle Snow White is the fairest 
still 

In the seven dwarfs’ hut behind the 
hill. 

Queen (Startled, outraged): 
Snow White is still alive? 
not possible. 
fright.) 

Lapies (In a flutter): Snow White is 
still alive! Oh, Your Majesty! She 
must have escaped. (Etc.) 

QuEEN (Craftily): Well, she'll not 
escape me this time! I shall poison 
her —— myself. Lady Margot, bring 
me the most tempting apple in all 
the Palace Gardens. 

Lavy MarGor (Clapping her hands): 
A fair apple for the Queen. (Isr 
Marp enters with apple on cushion, 


What? 
That’s 
(Lapies draw back in 


kneels and presents apple to QUEEN.) 
Ist Marp: The apple, Your Majesty. 
(QUEEN lakes apple, dismisses Matp 





with gesture. Matp rises and exits 
left.) 

QuEEN: Lady Sybil, bring me the 
blackest poison in the kingdom. 

Lapy Syspit (Gesturing to 2np Matp 
in right wing): Bring poison — im- 
mediately! (2Np Marp brings black 
bottle, kneels and presents bottle, rises 
and exits.) 

QuEEN (Holding up apple): See this 
apple. One side is green; the other 
side is red as blood. 
the red half with 
poison in all the land. 

Lapy Mareor: But Your 
Majesty send the apple to Snow 
White? 

QvuEEN: Fool! 
myself. 


[ shall poison 
the deadliest 


how will 


I shall give it to her 


Lapy Sysin (Timidly): But Your Maj- 
esty, Snow White will be afraid to 
take anything from the Queen. 


QueEeEN: Idiot! I[ shall disguise myself 
as an old peddler woman. 
White will never recognize me. Lady 


Snow 


Margot, take my crown. (LApy 

Lady Sybil, help 
me arrange my cloak. (LAapy Sysi. 
helps QUEEN pull her mantle over her 
head. Queen stoops like an old 
woman.) 

Lapy Marcor: Oh, Your Majesty, 
you are wonderfully disguised. 


MarcGor does so.) 


Lapy Syst: Snow White will never 
know you. 

QueEN: Now I'll go to the forest and 
seek out the seven dwarfs’ hut. 
Mark my words — I'll have my 
revenge. (All exit. Matps carry off 

small table, ete. <A few 

moments later, the curtains open.) 


mirror, 


**x*e* Ke * 


SCENE 2 

SerrinGc: The dwarfs’ hut. 
a fireplace with kettle. 

Ar Rise: SNow Warre fakes kettle 
from fire and ladles porridge into the 
seven bowls on the table. The Steven 
Dwakrs enter, single file, whistling 
“‘Hi-ho, hi-ho.” 

Ist Dwarr (Cheerily): Good morning, 
Snow White! 

2npD Dwarr: Good morning! (Th 
other Dwakrs each, in turn, repeat 


Upstage is 


“(ood morning.” ) 
Snow Wuarre (Laughing): Good morn- 
ing, little men. See how the sun 
is shining! Come and have your 
porridge before you go off to the 
mines. (Dwakes sit down, each tying 
his napkin around his neck. They 
eal.) 

Isr Dwarr: Mmmm! snow White, 
this porridge is better than gold. 
2np Dwakrr: It’s the best I’ve eaten 

since I grew a beard. 
3RD Dwakr: It’s the 
eaten! 
SNow Wurrte: I’m glad as can be that 
you like it, little men. 
{ru Dwarr: Snow White, it was a 
lucky day for us when we found you. 
Snow Wuire: It was a lucky day for 


best I’ve ever 


me when I found you. How fright- 


ened I was. There | stood, against 
a tree, with the Hunter aiming an 
(Snow WuHite 
pantomimes.) He said: “It breaks my 
heart to do this, Snow White, but 
the Queen has ordered me to kill 


arrow right at me. 


you.” 
5rH Dwarr: 
Ilunter was a kind man. 
Snow Wuire: Yes, he let me go, after 
But there | the 


Thank goodness the 


all. was, lost in 
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deep, dark forest. I thought I’d 
die of hunger and cold. 

61H Dwane (Trinmphantly): hen you 
found our hut! 

Snow Wurre: I’m so happy to be 
here, little men. 

77H Dwakr: We’re so happy to have 
you. Will you stay with us, Snow 
White? 

Svow Wurre: Yes, indeed. [ll stay 
right here to tend the fire and serub 
the house and keep you all well and 
happy. 

Dwakes: Hooray! (All pull off their 

and dance in a ring 

Wuitr, singing, to 
tune of “TheCampbells Are Coming.’’) 

Oh, what a wonderful day, hurrah! 

lor Snow White has come here to 


napkins, rise, 


around SNOW 


stay, hurrah! 
She'll 


hurrah! 


never more venture away, 
And that’s why we're happy and 
gay, hurrah! 
Snow Wurre (Clasping hands): Vhank 
little But 


must to 


you, men. come 

the mines, 
(DwarPes gather up picks and shovels, 
line up, facing exit.) 

Ist Dwaker: Snow White, you mustn’t 
let 


are gone, 


now, 


you hurry 


anyone in the house while we 

(Snow Wurre lakes whisk 
broom from mantelpiece and dusts off 
cach wake as he finishes speaking; 
cach Dwar exits after being brushed 
off.) 

2nd Dwakr: 
gerous! 

3rp Dwar: The wicked Queen might 
be looking for you. 

tru Dwaker: Keep the door shut. 

5ru Dwarr: Keep it locked. 

6rn Dwarr: Keep it bolted. 


temember, it’s dan- 


7H Dwakr: In other words, don't let 
anyone in, 

Svow Wuire (Waving): Fear not, little 
men. I'l] do as you say. And when 
you come home, you'll find some 
good hot waiting 
(ioodbye, my friends. 

Dwakes (From 
Snow White! 

Wurre up 

slarts sweeping): T'll sweep the floor, 

and I'l] make the beds, and I'll serub 
the table till it gleams like a mirror. 

When I’m done, I'l] knit each dwarf 

red mittens. (A 

The QuEEN’S face, 
hooded in cloak, appears at window.) 
Who is there? 
the door? 

QuEEN: I’m just a poor, old peddler 
woman. (Snow Wurre, startled, 
lurns toward window.) 1 have a 
pack full of treasures to show you, 
my dear. 


soup for you. 


offstage): Goodbye, 


SNow Picking broom, 


tiny 
knock is heard. 


a pair of 


Who is knocking at 


Look, here is a precious 
comb for your ebony black hair. 
(Shows it) May I come in and show 
it to you? 


Sxow Wurre: I’m sorry, old woman, 


but I must not 


into the house. 


let any strangers 
(QjureN: I’m very sorry to hear that. 
| have such beautiful things to 
show you. Look at this golden ring. 
Shows it) It would look splendid 
on your snow white hand. Wouldn't 
you like to try it on, my dear? 
Snow Wurre: You're very kind, I’m 
sure, but I must not let you in. 
(QUEEN 
It’s so bitter cold out here, and I’ve 
walked so far. 


(Pleading): Please let me in 


You can’t imagine 
how heavy this pack is. Out of 





the goodness of your heart, won't 
vou please let me in? 

Snow Wuarre (To herself): Oh, dear! 
oh, dear! That poor, old woman! 
Surely there can’t be any harm in 
letting her come inside and warm 
herself a little by the fire. 

(uEEN: You have such a kind face. 
Please let me in. I’m an old woman 
and nearly frozen. 

Snow Wuire: Very well. Come to the 

and I'll 

(QUEEN enters, carrying 
pack, stooping like an old woman.) 

QUEEN: Oh, thank you, thank you, 
thank you. Dear child, you don’t 
know how glad I am you let me in. 
How can I show my gratitude? 

Snow Wuirre (Embarrassed): Oh, that’s 
not 


door (Walks toward exit) 


let you in. 


necessary. 
by the fire. 

(JUEEN: How kind of you. (‘omes over 
to SNow Wuirte, strokes SNow 
Wurire’s hair slyly.) 
you are, my dear. 


Just warm yourself 


Hlow pretty 
Everyone who 


knows you must love you. I want 


to do something nice for you, my 


pretty one. (As if by sudden in- 
spiration, she pulls apple out of sack.) 
Here, let me give you this wonderful 
apple. 

Snow Wurre (Lxamining apple): Why, 
what a strange apple. It’s all green 
on one side, and the brightest red 
on the other. 

QUEEN (Simpering): As red as your 
pretty cheeks, my dear. 
glad you like it. It’s 

Bite into it. Eagerly 

Take a big bite and see how good 

it is. 


I’m so 
yours, for 
nothing. 


Snow Wuire (J/lesitating): No, | 


couldn’t take it, really. The dwarfs 


told me never to accept anything 
from strangers. 

QuEEN (Taking back apple, pretending 
lo be very offe nded): Well! If you re 
too proud to accept a humble gift 
from a poor old woman, you needn't 
take it. 

Sxow Wurre (Upset): Oh, no, really, 
it’s not that at all. 

QuEEN (Interrupting, takes knife from 
lable, cuts apple in half): There! 
(Holds wp two halves) Vil eat halt 
ot it, 


good apple. 


to show you it’s a perfectly 

(Bites into green half) 

No harm at all. 
saved you the better half. 
ut out) 

Svow Wuitre (Relenting): I 
shouldn’t you know 


See? And I’ve even 


Holds 
really 


QUEEN (Crooning, stroking SNOW 
Wutre’s hair): You must try it, 
my pretty one. (Gives her the apple) 
Here. Take a Just a little 
bite, my pretty one, to see how good 
it is. 

Svow Wurre: Well, all right. (Takes 
a Inte, hesitates, puts hand to fore- 
head) Oh! 
to her knees) There’s something 
wrong with me | (Col- 


bite. 


I feel so queer! (Sinks 

can’t 
lapses on floor) 

Quen: Ha, ha, ha! That’s the end of 
Snow White! (Picks up rest of apple, 
drops tt into sack, Pulls cloak down 
around her shoulders again, preens 
herself) And now, I am the most 
beautiful woman in all the 

cloak qlee, picks up 

sack, and exits grandly. A 


land. 

Swirls with 

moment 
later, the Dwarrs enter, whistling 
“Hi-ho, hi-ho.”’) 

Ist Dwarr: Ho, there! Snow White! 

2vnp Dwarer: We’re home. 





3xD Dwarer: And we’re hungry! 

47H Dwarr: Where’s our supper? 

5TH Dwarr (Looking around): Where’s 
Snow White? 

67H Dwarer (Also looking): I don’t 
see her. 

77H Dwarr: Where can she _ be? 
(They all stand still, in line. Ast 
Dwakrr turns around and addresses 
others.) 

Ist Dwarr: Brothers, we must find 
Snow White. 


They all march around room, single 


(Turns around again. 


file, looking under chairs, under table, 
behind curtains, etc., ad-libbing: 
“She's not here. Where can she be? 
Do you suppose she ran away?”’ etc. 
They continue around stage till \sv 
Dwarr stops right in front of Snow 
Witz on floor.) Sassafras and 
marjoram! (Others 
gather around, peering down solici- 


Here she is! 


tously. ) 

2nd Dwarr: Her eyes are closed. 

3rD Dwarr: Is she asleep? 

4vu Dwarr (Feeling her arm): She’s 
cold, 

5vu Dwarr: What could have hap- 
pened? 

67rn Dwarr: Alas! She’s dead! 

77H Dwarr: Our Snow White is dead! 
(All pull off their caps, take large 
red handkerchiefs out of their pockets.) 

Aut: Alas! Our poor Snow White! 
She’s dead and gone. Alas! 

Ist Dwarr: Brothers, we must bury 

(Blows his nose) 

Au: Oh, no. She’s much too beautiful. 
We can’t bury her. 

2xnp Dwarr (Takes flowers out of vase 
on table): Vl put these flowers in 
her hand. (Does so) She’s 
beautiful to bury. 


her. 


too 


3rp Dwarr: Brothers, let us cover 
her with a glass case, and keep her 
here always to look at. 
and murmur agreement) 

4rH Dwarr: Very well, my brothers. 
Let us cover her. (DWARFs carry 
over “glass case’? — a simple, flat, 
cardboard frame and place it care- 
fully over SNow Wurre as though tt 
were glass.) 

Aut (Holding handkerchiefs to eyes): 
Poor, poor Snow White. 

Ist Dwarr: She was so young and so 
fair. 


(Others nod 


’ 


2npd Dwarr: And she was so good to 
us. 

3RD 
songs. 

47H Dwarr: She made us happy 
one and all. 

5’tuH Dwarr: Now the house will be 
quiet again. 

67H Dwarr: No one will welcome us 
home any more. 

71H Dwarr: Poor, poor Snow White. 
(A knock is heard.) 

Ist Dwarr: Hark, my brothers. | 
hear a knock. (Knock is repeated 

2nD Dwarr: I hear it, too. 

Prince (From offstage): Please let me 
in. 

3rD Dwarr: Who can that be? 

47H Dwarr: Shall we let him in? 

5TH Dwarer (Sighing): 
well, 

67H Dwarr (Calling): Come in, sir, 
whoever you may be. 


Dwarr: She sang such pretty 


We might as 


Prince (Entering, astonished at weep- 


ing): Giood day, little men. 
71H Dwarr (Dabbing at eyes): Good 
day, sir. Why, you’re a Prince! 
(All look up astonished. ) 


Prince: Yes, I am. I’ve lost my way 





in the forest, and stopped by to 
ask your help. 
you all weeping? 

Ist Dwarr (Pointing to Snow WuirTe): 
Can’t you see, sir? She’s dead! Our 
poor Snow White. 

Prince (Bending down): Alas! She’s 
so beautiful! She’s lovelier than 
any princess I’ve ever seen. 

2npD Dwarr: And as good and kind 
as she was beautiful, sir. 

Prince: Little men, may | lift this 
glass case for just one moment, so 
that I may see her better? 

3xp {Dware (Wiping his eyes): You 
may, sir, if you wish. (Dwarrs 
help Prince lift off “glass case.” 
They set it down gingerly as though 
it were really glass.) 

tru Dwarr: If only she would come 
back to life again. 


Tell me, why are 


Prince (Kneeling down beside SNow 
Wuite): What a sweet face! Why, 
look! There’s a bit 
of something in her mouth. Let 
me take it out. (Does so, examines 
it) Strange; it’s a little bite of apple. 

5tH Dwar: Now where did she get 
an apple? 


How strange. 


6TH Dwarr: I'll wager that apple was 
poisoned! 
7TH Dware: 


wicked 


Then [ll 
Queen 


the 
(SNOW 


wager 
sent it! 


Wuitt slowly sits up, stretching her 
arms, yawning.) 


SNow Wure: Goodness me, what am 
I doing here? (Looks around her 


Why are 
And 


at the amazed Dwarrs) 

you all weeping? (Jo Prince 
who, sir, are you? 

Dwares (Jubilantly): She’s alive! She’s 


well! Our Snow White is alive! 


(Prince helps SNow Wuite to her 
feet.) 

Prince: Dear Snow White, you are 
the loveliest maiden I’ve ever seen. 
Will you come away to my castle 
with me and be my _ princess? 
(Dwares are skipping around stage, 
tossing caps in the air, etc. Now they 
slop and listen.) 

Snow Wuirte: I would come with you 
with all my heart, dear Prince, but 
what is to become of my seven little 
men? 

Ist Dwarr (Bravely): It’s all right, 
Snow White. 

2np Dwarr: We can take care of our- 
selves. 

3rd Dwarr: We'll cook our own por- 
ridge. 

tru Dwarr: And we’ll mend our own 
socks. 

Dwarr (Sniffling into handker- 
chief): We'll miss you. 

6TH Dwarr: But we want you to be 
happy. 

71H Dwarr (Gruffly): In other words, 
we want you to be a princess. 

Sxow Wuite: Little men, you are so 
kind. (To PRINcE) 
But we'll visit them often, won’t we, 
my Prince? 

Prince: Indeed we shall. (7 Dwarrs) 
We shall you every 
seven days, as we pass through this 
forest. And you shall come, one 
and all, to our wedding feast. 

ist Dwarr: Did you hear that? 

2np Dwarr: A wedding feast! 

3xpD Dwarr: That means cake! 

tru Dwanrr: And sugar plums! 

5’u Dwarr: And pink lemonade! 

67TH Dwarer: Hooray for the Prince! 

77H Dwarr: Hooray for Snow White! 


JTH 


Thank you. 


come to see 





Aut: Hooray! (They dance in a ring 
around Prixce and SNow WuitTe, 
singing, lo the tune of “Marching to 
Pretoria’’): 

I'll hop with you 

You skip with me 

And so we shall go together, 

So we shall go together, 

So we shall go together, 

Hop with me, 

I'll skip with you, 

And so we shall go together 

To the wedding gay. 


So let’s clap our hands and sing 
again 


And dance again, and prance 


again, 
Let’s toss our caps and sing 
Snow White! The Prince! 
(Curtain) 


again, 
Hooray! 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Snow Wuire 

Characters: 9 male; 6 female. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Snow White wears long skirt, 
veasant blouse, and apron. Queen wears 
ong gown, mantle, and crown; when dis- 
guised as peddler woman, she pulls mantle 
over her head as cloak. Ladies wear long 
gowns. Maids may wear short skirts, caps, 
and aprons. Dwarfs wear identical brownie 
costumes with bright caps; they all wear 
beards. Prince wears crown and cape. 

Properties: Powder puff and powder box for 
Lady Margot; ‘golden’? comb and brush 
for Lady Sybil; apple and cushion for Ist 
Maid; black bottle for 2nd Maid; vase of 

flowers, kettle, ladle, broom, whisk broom, 

for Snow White; peddler’s sack, ring, 
jeweled comb, for Queen; 7 bowls, 7 nap- 
kins, 7 red handkerchiefs, 7 picks and 
shovels, large “glass case’? (a simple, flat 
cardboard frame), for Dwarfs. 

Setting: Scene 1 is played before the curtain. 
An ornate mirror fastened to a screen is 
placed center stage. (The child who plays 
the Mirror may stand behind the screen.) 
A small table stands next to mirror. 
Scene 2: The dwarf’s hut. Upstage center 
is « fireplace, with a kettle. ae picks 
and shovels rest against upstage wall. 
Downstage right is a long low table, set 
for seven, with kindergarten chairs around 
it. A vase of flowers stands on table 
There is a window to left of fireplace and 
one exit. 

Lighting: No special effects 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
Farry GouLp 
(Play on pages 55-60) 

Characters; 4 male; 1 female; male or female 
extras as desired. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes; Tommy, Mother, and Grandfather 
wear traditional peasant clothing. Mother 
wears an apron over het skirt. 

Properties: Fishing equipment and «a string 
of cardboard fish, for Fisherman Elf; small 
hammer, shoes, needle and thread, 
Shoemaker Elf; handkerchief for Elves 
shovel for Tommy. 

Setting: In the forest. There are several trees 
upstage left and right, and a reck upstage 
center, large enough for a child to hide 
behind. There is a hidden entrance behind 
the rock Beside it should be some dirt 
or sand, Branches or sticks of firewood are 
strewn around the stage 

Lighting: No special effects 


for 
ih 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Case or THE Missinc PARENTS 
(Play on pages 61-62) 


Characters: 9 male 


Playing Time: 10 minutes. 


Costumes: Detectives may wear heavy coats, 
traditional detectives’ hats, and carry mag- 
nifying glasses Senator J. P. Foghorn 
wears a vest stuffed with a pillow, under 
his suit, and a clashing tie. Reporter 
wears sport suit. Ist Boy wears bathrobe. 
2nd Boy and 3rd Boy are casually dressed. 


Properties: Small notebook, for Senator; bill- 
folds, for Detectives; 3 guns, for 3rd Boy 
and Detectives 


Setting: Bare stage. Characters enter through 
openings in curtain. Play may be presented 
before curtain, if desired. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Four 


Radio Plays 





Enoch Arden 


by Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
Adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
ANNIE LEE 
Puinie Ray 
ENocn ARDEN 
Mrs. Craven 
Mrs. LANE 
NARRATOR 


Narkkaror: On a windswept cliff over- 
looking a tiny seaside village, three 
happy youngsters were at play one 


afternoon —— three youngsters whose 


futures were bound up irrevocably 


with one another, whose lives were 
to be crossed and recrossed with each 
other’s again and again. Their tale is 
one of youth and age, of gaiety and 
solemnity, of happiness and heart- 
break. 
men to read and contemplate, by 
the immortal Alfred, Lord Tenny- 
Listen this 
deathless love story; listen now to 
the tale of Annie Lee, of Philip Ray, 
and of their selfless friend, Enoch 
Arden. 


SoUND: The crash of a breaking wave 


It has been set down for all 


son. now as I relate 


and surf. 
ANN (As a child, fades on, laughing): 
Come on, Philip. Climb up here 
to the top of the cliff! Enoch, hurry! 
It’s beautiful up here. 
the whole ocean! 


You can see 


Puimip (As a child, soft-spoken, fading 
on): We’re coming. You ran ahead 
so fast! 

ANN: Don’t be silly, Philip. There, 
give Enoch a hand over the edge. 

keNocu (As a child, deep-voiced): 1 can 
make it by myself, any day! 

ANN: Look, Enoch, Philip. — Isn’t it 
beautiful? 

Puiie: The whole ocean, spread out 
before us like a carpet! 

ENnocu: How high this cliff is! It’s 
like a castle! 

ANN: Lam the beautiful Princess who 
lives in the castle. Enoch, you and 
Philip must be my lords-in-waiting 

KNocu: If youre to be a Princess, 
Anne, you must have a crown and 
a cape, 

Prine: This old fishnet can be Annie’s 
Cape. 

ANN: One of you must gather dried 
seaweed for my crown. How wonder- 
ful to be a Princess. Look over there! 
That sailing vessel! See how 

it looks 


MNoeu: Some day I shall sail away on 


tiny 


such a vessel, far across the blue 
sea, 
ANN: Sail away and leave us, Knoch? 
Primi: Why? Why not be content at 
home, and be a miller? That’s what 


I’m going to be! 





“nocn (Scornfully): Yes, Philip, just 
like you to be a miller. I shall be 
an adventurous sailor, and bring 
home presents from faraway lands, 
for Annie, who shall be my little 
wife. 

Puitie: Nay then, Enoch. Annie shall 
be my little wife. 

A miller’s 
Annie? (Laughs) 

Puiare: What sort of husband would 
you be, you that talk of sailing ever 
away from home? 

Knocu: A better husband than you, 
Philip. 

ANN: Enough, enough, both of you. 
Do not quarrel for my sake. I 
shall be little wife to both, and the 
three of us will live forever as the 


EeNocu: wife? Princess 


best of friends, with the whole ocean 
Philip, Enoch, ll 


race you to the sand dunes yonder. 


spread before us. 


(Fading in laughter) Last one there’s 
a one-legged sailor! 

Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 

Narrator: With the passing of time 
and the washings of the tide, life 
continued for the three little friends, 
and to the old village busybodies, 
like Mrs. Craven, it seemed to take 
less time for them to grow up than 
it takes for the wind to fling a net- 
ful of salt spray against a flapping 
sail. Though they had reached their 
late teens, Annie, Philip and Knoch 
were still as close as they had been 
as childhood playmates. Where one 
was, there would be the other two, 
or, if not there, seldom far away. 

Church bells the 
distance. 

Mrs. Craven (A busybody housewife, 


SOUND: tolling in 


fading on): Ho there, Philip Ray. 
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Where be you off to in such a hurry? 
Puiie (A young man now, serious but 
not solemn): I’m looking for Annie 
Lee, Mrs. Craven, and Enoch Arden. 
Mrs. Craven: Why, they went a- 
climbing up the cliff, along with the 
rest of the young folk of the village, 
‘most an hour ago. They’ve all 
gone out a-harvesting the hazelnuts, 
you know. Why didn’t you go along, 
too, lad? 
Puitip: My father is sick-a-bed, and 
he needed me to fix his supper, 
Mrs. Craven: Ah, poor man, your 
father. Well, Philip, better late 
than never as they say. Run along 
to the cliffs, yonder. I’m sure you'll 
find Annie and Enoch 
them, 


and the rest 

0’ too out a-lookin’ for 
the hazelnuts. 

Music: Romantic theme, in and under. 

Narravror: Off bounded Philip, in the 
direction indicated by Mrs. Craven. 
When he reached the cliff, he saw the 

groups of people, 

laughing and dancing as they gayly 


harvested the hazelnuts. 


merry young 
On he ran, 
looking for his two dearest friends. 
At last he saw them up ahead, in a 
clump of trees, and ran towards them, 
Before Enoch and Annie had seen 
him, their words reached Philips’ 
ears, and he stopped silently behind 
a tree, listening to their conversation. 
Sounp: Surf pounding softly tn back- 
ground, 
Ann (Now 
voiced girl): Enoch, here’s a whole 
pile of them! Why, we must be the 


about seventeen, a sweel- 


first to discover this grove of trees! 
Knocn (About 

now, serious): Annie 
Ann: Why, Enoch! 


nine leen, dee p- ouce d: 


What’s wrong? 





You look sO strange! 
Enocn (Hastily): Oh, nothing's wrong, 
it’s 
ANN: Then why do you look so oddly? 
ENocu: Come here, Annie. Sit down 
here, next to me. 
ANN” (Tentatively The 


wonder what’s become of us. 


will 


We 


others 


ought to 

Enocu: Just for a moment, Annie. 

ANN: Yes, Enoch? 

ENocu: Annie for the past few 
years, I’ve had an idea in mind 
an idea that you could help me with. 

ANN: An idea, Enoch? 

ENocu: You see, I’ve been saving all 
my money 
week 


you know, and 


putting it aside, every 
to purchase my own boat, 
and to make a 
home. T’ve been learning the busi- 


hess sailing and 
Anme 
ANN: Yes, I \ luckier or 


bolder fisherman, one more careful 


ol fishing, too, 


know a 
in peril, doesn’t breathe for leagues 


along the coast, Enoch. Everyone 
knows that. 
keNocu: ve been thinking it over, and 
well, I have my eye on just the 
right fishing boat, and I’ve already 
picked out a to 
in, Annie. 


ANN: 


house for us live 


\ house for us to live in? 


KNocu (Miserably): Don’t you know 
what I’m trying to tell you, Annie? 
I’m 
not a genius when it Comes to using 
my tongue 


Can't you help a fellow out? 


ANN: Oh, you're doing just fine, Enoch. 
Enocu: Then — then you'll say “Yes’’? 
I do love you, so very much, Annie. 
I do want you so very much to be 


my wife, Annie. Will you marry me? 


$1 


ANN: Enoch, Enoch, I will. 


yes, Yes, 
I will, my darling. 

ENocu (Softly Mrs. Enoch Arden, 
vou'll be, Annie. Mrs. Enoch 

SounD: The crash of a tree branch 

ANN (Startled): What was that? 

KNocu: A branch 
it fell, that’s all. 

ANN: No, Enoch! Look! It was aman! 


probably dead 


ENocu: He’s running away from here. 
ANN: Enoch, 1 Call him 
back, Enoch! 
ENocu (Calling 
Come back! 
ANN: He hears, 


was Philip! 


Philip! Philip! 
He doesn’t hear. 
Enoch, but he won't 
turn back, for all that. 
it’s to end? 
the other? 


KNocu: Don’t ery, Annie. 


Is this how 
By gaining one, [ lose 


It it’s me 
you love, it can’t be helped 
ANN: Do you remember how, as chil- 
dren, the three of us would play up 
here —— here, on this very cliff?) You 
and he would fight, even then, over 
a bride I 
Philip 
and Enoch, ll be little wife to you 
both!” 
that I noch 
Look, the sun is setting. 


which would win me as 
would say “Don’t quarrel 
But it cannot be. It’s you 
\rden, you 

How beau 


tiful it is! See, the ocean has turned 


love, 


crimson with fire! 
It’s 


(‘ome home, 


ONOCH: lute Softly, lenderly 


Annie. Come home 
my love. 
Musi 


NARRATOR: So Enoch and Annie were 


: Romantec theme, in and under 


married, For seven years good 


fortune smiled upon them, and never 
had 


couple in the whole village. 


there ever been happier 


Philip, 


a 


who had never quite given up his 


love for Annie, spent less and less 





time with the Ardens, until at last, 
he barely saw them for weeks at a 
time. Then, after seven full years, 


without word or warning, misfor- 


tune came to live at the home of 


Ienoch Arden. 


Mrs. Lang (An old gossip): Good day 


Mrs. 


heard the news? 


to you, Craven. Have you 
Mrs. Craven: News? What news? 
Mrs. About Arden 


and about his wife, Annie, too, poor 


LANE: noch 
creatures 

Mis. Craven: Is it a misfortune? Bad 

news? 

Mrs. Lant 
deed 


house 


Ave. bad 


\lore mistortune than any one 


news 10 is In- 
should) have to bear 


especially such a happy house as 
has had but 


good fortune these last seven vears, 


theirs, which nothing 


since they married, 
Mins. CRAVEN: 
bush, Mrs 
has happened? 
Mins. LANE 
ing on a mast down in the harbor 
Yester- 
Heaven if he 
didn’t fall to the deck by mischanee, 


two were 
Don’t 


Lane 


the 
What 


beat about 


Tell me! 

First, Enoch was clamber- 

on one of his fishing boats 

day it was, and by 
breaking seve ral bones 

Mins. Craven: Merey! What a dread- 
ful thing to have happened! 

Mus. Lane: As if that weren’t enough, 
in the same evening, Annie, his wife, 


bore him a third child 
well babe, 


but not a 
as the other two before 
\ sickly, 
like to be a 


him were. 
frail little 
cripple all its life! 


Nay, nay. 
babe It 1s, 
Mrs. CRAVEN \h, me, such 
\h, it seems that mis- 


Sighing 


a calamity! 


fortune has come to stay in the 
home of Enoch Arden. 

Music: Unhappy theme, in and under. 

Narraror: In those unhappy times, 
no one was more concerned than 
Enoch himself, 

Enocu (Older than before, careworn): 
Annie Annie, dear. Are 

awake? 


ANN (More serious than before): Yes, 


you 


Enoch, awake with my thoughts. 
Enocu (/esitantly): There’s something 
I must tell you, Annie — something 
I meant to tell you awhile since, 
should have told you before now. 
ANN: Is something wrong, Enoch? 
Knocu: Not wrong, exactly. [It’s about 
us vou and me, and the children. 
I’m 
Times have been bad, lately, and 
the 


worried about you, Annie. 


money hasn’t been coming in 
regularly 

ANN: We'll get by, l:noch. 

ENocu: It’s not enough that we get 


by, Annie. I’ve got dreams 

dreams for you, and the young ‘uns. 
I want them to have a better raising 
ever had. 


than we I want you to 


dress in pretty clothes, and not 


homespun. I want to find doctors 

for the laddie, so that perhaps he 

can be made well and strong. I 
want 

ANN: I want those things too, Enoch, 
but I don’t worry about them. All 
will come in good time. We can wait. 

No, bad 


and getting has 


ENOCH: Times are 
The fleet 
been failing this last sixmonth. So 


I’ve 


Annie. 


worse, 


I’ve signed on as boatswain 
on a China-bound vessel, 
ANN: Enoch! No, Enoch, I won’t Jet 


you! 





Enocu (Patiently): It’s no use, Annie. 
We can’t afford to go on this way. 
I’ve and left the 
money in the village at the store, so 


sold our boat, 
that you’ll have all the provisions 
you and the children will need while 
I’m gone. 

ANN: Sold the boat already? 
when do you sail? 


Enoch, 


Enocu: We sail tomorrow. 

ANN (In despair): Tomorrow! No, 
Enoch, no —- you mustn’t! 

Enocnu: There’s no other way, my love. 
It’s only for awhile. Vl be back 
before you’ve had the chance to 
miss me. 

that when 

you’ve made up your mind to a 


ANN: I know, husband, 
thing, there’s no purpose in my try- 
ing to change it. If you must go, 


and 


return in speed. Remember us while 


my darling, then go in 


y salety, 
you are gone, 
KNocu: You'll be with me every mo- 
ment, Annie you and the babes. 
This voyage, by the grace of Cod, 
will bring fair weather yet to all of us 
Keep a clean hearth and a clear fire 
for me, for Ill be 
before you know it. 


back, my girl, 
ll bring gifts 
for you and the children. The baby, 
the poor, weakly, little one 
I love him all the better for it, Grod 
he shall sit upon my 
knees, and I will tell him tales of 


foreign parts, and make him merry, 


and 


bless him 


when I come home again. Come, 
Annie, come, cheer up before IL go. 
ANN: Enoch, you are wise; yet for all 


your wisdom, well know I that | 


shall look upon your face no more, 
I’ll give you a lock of the crippled 


one’s hair; it will bring you good for- 
tune and fond memories. 
ENocu girl, 


Look to 


the babes, and till [ come again, 


(Tenderly): Annie, my 
cheer up, be comforted. 


keep everything shipshape, for | 
must go. Fear no more for me, or if 
you fear, cast all your cares on God; 
that anchor holds. Is He not yonder 
in those uttermost parts of the 
morning? If I flee to these can I go 
from Him? And the sea is His; the 
sea is His: He made it. 

Yet in 
my woman’s secret heart of hearts, 


ANN: All that you say is so. 


I know Ill never see you more 
never in all this world, Enoch Arden. 
SouND: A sudden gust of wind up full, 
then ammedialely into . . . 
\Iuste: Dramatic theme, in and under. 


NARRATOR: So Enoch Arden went to 


the wishes of his wife, 


Months 


word from him, then a vear. 


sea against 
without 
‘The 


vear rolled into two, and the two 


Annie, went by 


into five, Annie tried to carry on 


without giving up faith but there 
were lonely days and tearful nights 
when it was very hard for her to be 
brave. Then, Death paid its first 
visit to the Arden cottage. The little 
crippled son flickered like a candle, 
and died. 

SouND: Soft wind in background. Then, 
knock at door. 

ANN (Off mike, 


SouND: Door opening. 


woodenly): Come in 


ANN (Surprised): Philip! 

Puitie (Older than before): Your par- 
don, | pray, for intruding on your 
grief, Annie. I just heard down in 
the village about well, about the 


baby. I hurried as fast as I could 





ANN: That was kind of you, Philip 
After all these years never once 
setting foot across our threshold 

Privie (Hurriedly): 1 thought that 
well, that seeing as how Enoch was 
away, there might be something for 
which you needed a man to assist you. 

ANN: Thank you kindly, Philip, but 
there’s nothing to be done that | 
cannot do. I've arranged the funeral 
for the child myself 
simple service 

Pui: Vil come, Annie 
that is 
fellow at play I 


‘twill be a 


if I may, 
I used to watch the little 
well, | 

always fond of children, you'll recall 
ANN: Yes, Philip, that I do recollect 
Pui: Then, Annie, if there’s nothing 


Was 


I can do tor you, I'll say good night 

to you. Rest well, | pray you 

ANN (Softly): Thank vou. Good night, 
Philip Ray 

SouND: Door shuts 


Music: 


NARRATOR: In its relentless wav, time 


Unhappy theme, in and under. 
moved on, 

Mrs. CRAVEN (Chatting aimlessly Ah 
ves, Mrs. Lane, that’s just the was 
it goes The wind passes Irom the 

South and goes to the North, and 

no one knows why or wherefore 
It’s the same with time 

Mrs. LANe: Time! Believe me, Mrs 
Craven, that’s the Lord’s own gospel. 
Why, who would believe the things 
that time has brought to pass 
aye, the things that you and I have 
seen occur in this village, in our 
own day! I can remember things 

ago, fifteen 

twenty year ago — aye, as if "twere 


ten year year ago, 


yesterday. 


Mrs. Craven: So can I! Do you 


| 


recollect: the das that Enoch Arden 


been 
Who 


would have thought, on such a happy 


Was married him as has 


vanished this past ten year? 


day, that such a misfortune would 
fall to him and his 
Mrs. LANE: Mrs. Arden, 


Annie! Have you seen her these last 


Poor poor 
few days at all? Tired as a woman 0’ 
ninety-nine, she looks. Gone is the 
bloom from her cheek, all gone the 
youth No 
taking care of her children all alone 


beauties ol wonder: 


these past ten years, without a word 
from her husband 
Mrs. Craven: Ah, poor Enoch Arden 


is long since at the bottom ot the 


seu, I'm afeared. Everyone admits 

it e Annie herself, 
She still has faith that Enoch Arden 
lives 

Mrs 


vents her from 


ryone 


Save 


LAN It’s that alone that pre- 

iccepting Philip Ray 

Lovesick as a cat, he is, and has been 
since the three o’ 


When 


Annie married Enoch, nary a word 


eurs 


these many 4 


them grew up together. 
did Philip say, but he remained a 
bachelor, all the same 

Mrs. Craven: For her own sake, then 

Annie had better come to her 
hace the fact that Enoch’s 

dead, and take Philip, who’s as good 


I say 


SCTISCs 


& man as ever crossed a village stile 
Must 
Sounb: Children playing happily in 


: Active theme, in and under 


background. 
Puri (Tenderly): Listen, Annie. How 
merry the children are down yonder 
(Beat) Vired, Annie’ 
ANN (Sighing): Tired? 
Purp (Urgently 


, 


in the wood 


: The ship was lost, 


the ship was lost! No more of that 





Why should 
vou kill yourself and make them 
orphans quite? 


self-torture, Annie. 


ANN (Unhappily): | thought not of it: 
but - their 
voices make me feel so solitary. 

Puiuipe (Tenderly): Annie, there is a 
thing upon my mind, and it has been 
upon my mind so long, that though 
I know not when it first came there, 


I know not why — 


I know that it will out at last. 
ANN: Philip 
Puitip: Nay, let me speak. Annie, 
it is beyond all hope, against all 
chance, that he who left you ten long 
vears ago should still be living. I 
grieve to see you poor and wanting 
help, but I cannot help you as I 
wish to do unless perhaps you 
already know what | 
you know. 


would have 
Annie, [ wish you for 
my wife, father to 
I do think they 


me as a father, and I am sure that 


| would prove a 
vour children. love 
| love them as if they were mine own, 
And I believe, if you were my wife, 
that after all 


years, we might be still as happy us 


these sad, uncertain 


(;od grants to any of his creatures 
Think Anne. We have 
known each other all our lives 
| have 
know. 
ANN (Softly ; Philip, vou have been “a> 
(rod 


But can one love 


upon it, 


: and 


loved vou longer than you 


(.0d’s good angel in our house 
reward vou for it. 


twice? Can you be ever loved 


Knoch was? What is it that vou ask? 


Puitip: | am content to be loved a 
little after Enoch 

(nn: Dear Philip, 
Enoch Comes 


come vet 


is not so long. Surely L will be wiser 

Wait a little! 

Puiiipe (Sadly): Annie, as I have waited 
all my life, I well may wait a little. 


In a year. 


ANN: Nay, | am bound: you have my 

Will you not 
bide your year as I bide mine? 

Puivip: | will bide my vear. 

Muesie: Melancholy theme 


promise in & Vear. 


,inand under. 


ANN (Softly, in prayer): Dear Father 


my Enoch, is he gone? Give me a 
sign, O Lord, for my heart is heavy, 
Here, 
I grasp the Holy Book, and open 
to a page 


and | know not what to do. 


Let the verse whereon my 
finger falls be as a sign. Let me find 
Your guidance in the text, O Lord. 
“Under a palm tree.” What means 
this? I seem to see Enoch, sitting on 
a height beneath a palm tree, over 
him the Sun. He is happy, he is 
singing “Hosanna in the highest’’: 
vonder shines the Sun of Righteous- 
ness, and these be palms whereot the 
happy people strewing eried “THo- 


Then he is 


There is 


sanna in the highest.” 

dead, my Enoch is dead 

no reason Why Philip and [I should 

not marry. If | do wed him, let it 
be at once, 

Muste: Peaceful theme, in and under 

Narraror: So Annie took Philip, the 
friend of her childhood, for a 
bund. They were happy together, 
and with 


roses came back to 


hus- 


the birth of a ehild, the 


Annie’s cheeks, 
ind the laughter back to the hearts 


; 


of the children several vears more 


d Philip and his 


a lite of golden contentment 


passed, farnily 
lived 


Phen, one dark and rainy night, an 


Inkempt wed broken stranger 


passed through the lage and 





knocked on the door of the Lane 
Inn, looking for a night’s lodging. 

SounD: Wind and rain up and under. 
Then, knock on door. 

Mrs. Lange (Off mike, fading on): 
Just a minute there, whoever ye be. 
I’m coming, I’m coming. 

Sounb: Door. 

Mrs. Lane: Yes? 
want, old fellow? 

Knocu (Much aged and broken): 1s this 
Mr. Lane’s house? 


What might you 


I was told that 

you supplied food and lodging to 

travelers. I’ve come to spend the 

“night. 

Mrs. Lane: Mr. Lane has been dead 
these nine years come Michaelmas. 
I am his widow, God rest his soul, 
and I can weleome you to my lodg- 
ing house, such as it might be. Come 
in, old stranger — come in out of the 
rain and wind, and [ll fix you a bit 
to eat and a cup of tea. 

SouNb: Door closing. 

Knocu: That would be very good of 
you, 
late. 

Mrs. No trouble at all. It’s 
just that we’ve fallen on hard times 
hereabouts, and I haven’t had many 
lodgers of late. [ didn’t expect to 
hear a knock at the door 
on such a bad night. 


I’m sorry to disturb you so 


LANE: 


especially 
Here now, sit 
down and have a bite of this. The 
tea will be ready in a minute. 
KNnocu: Thank you, thank you kindly, 
Mrs. You say the town has 


| ‘ 
come to bad times? 


Lane. 


Mrs. LANE: Ave, aye 
but 


nary a house 
has been touched by 


Ah, it 


trouble 


these past years. all began 


with Enoch Arden’s going away from 


home. 


Enocu (Carefully): Enoch — 
Arden, did you say? 

Mrs. Lane (Laughing and getting 
ready to gossip): But of course you 
wouldn’t know, seeing as you’re a 
stranger in these parts, eh? But 
if you’ve the appetite for a tale, 
there’s one that'll fetch your interest. 

KNocu: Aye, tell me about this 
this knoch Arden. 

Mrs. 


the prettiest wife you can imagine 


Enoch 


LANE: Sir, he was a sailor, with 

name of Annie — and three children. 
The eldest a boy, the second a girl, 
and the youngest a erippled laddie. 

MNocu: A cripple, you say? 

Mrs 


and 


LANE: One fine day, Enoch out 
China aboard a 


vessel, 


sail for 


sets 


great sailing and never a 

word is heard from him again. After 

a short time, the youngest child 

the sickly one, you know passed 
On, poor thing 

‘nocu: What? The cripple dead? 

Mrs. Lane: Ave, dead and buried and 
gone to his rest, poor child. Lite 
vas hard on poor Annie Arden 
and it weren’t for Philip Ray, the 
Lord she’d have 
managed 

KNociu: Who was Philip Ray? 

Mrs. LANE: Why, he was an old suitor 
of Annie’s, had 


Knoch’s best friend. 


alone knows how 


who growl, up as 
Since his mill 
Was prospering, he saw to it that the 
children were sent to a proper school, 
for he that that was Enoch’s 
dearest wish. After ten years, when 
Annie finally realized that her hus- 
dead the 
raging seas, Why, she allowed Philip 


to begin his courting 


said 


bund Was and beneath 


A year later, 
thev two were wed 





Enocn (Stunned): Wed 
to Philip? 

Mrs. Lane: Aye, and the best thing 
it was for her, At first, they 
say, her heart wasn’t in her new 
marriage, but with the coming of 
another babe, well, she became the 
happiest wife in the village. Her 
two oldest children look on Philip 
as their father, and a more contented 
family you couldn’t find in all the 
countryside. 
that 


Annie wed 


too. 


It just goes to prove 


all works out for the best in 


the end. 


Enocu: It’s a strange tale you tell 


A strange and fascinating tale. Is 
it is it all of it true? 
Mrs. Lang (Proudly): Every word! 
Enocu: L should I should like to 
see these lucky and happy people, 
Mrs. Lane. 
their home? 
Mrs. 
can. Tomorrow morning I’! 
No, We 
tonight! 


Could you take me to 


LANE: Why, most surely that I 


ENocu: tonight. must go 


Mrs. LANE: Tonight! It’s raining out; 
It’s Cus) 


to see that you’re old in years, and 


vou’ll catch your death 


have been tired out by your travels 
Nonetheless, it 
| have 


“NOCH: must be to- 
night. 
well, 

Mrs. 


you want to go. [ll just get a shawl 


money; [ll pay you 


LANeé: Yes, sir. If you’re sure 


and my lantern. (Fading) Pull up 


your collar, sir, and button your 


coat. "Tis a bad storm we’re having 
this night! 

1¢: Dramatic theme, in and under 
SouND: Rain and wind in background 
Mrs. LANge: There, sir 


that light? 


do you sere 
That’s the house! 


ENocu: Good. Wait here, Mrs. Lane. 
I wish to go up to the window, and 
peek in. I shall be back. 
(Beat. Then, in close) How bright 
the There on the 
right of the hearth ‘tis Philip. 
On the other side, "tis my ‘tis 


right 


fire burns! 


Anne. My wife, my wite no more 
The baby on her knee, hers, yet not 
Mv children, tall and beauti- 


Oh, God, how 


, 


mine 

ful, mine no longer. 

has this come to pass? How? How: 

SouND: Wind and rain up, then under. 

Noe i (In a feve rish whisper How 4 
How? 

Ms 
‘tis all right 


Ah, | 


too much for you 


There, there, old. sir 
You’re 


knew 


LANE 
back in my 
the storm was 
Why did 


insist On going out in it, 


house 
you 
just after 
some old village story? 

Tell \Irs. Lane 
miller’s wife that [T have 


she no fear that het 


ONOCH this 
Has 


husband 


me, 

SCOT 

first 

lives? 

Mrs poor soul, fear 
enow! If you could tell her you had 


seen him dead, whi that would be 


LANE: Ave, ave, 


her comfort 

Woman, I have a 

before | tell 
swear upon the Book not to reveal 
it till That 
be very soon, I fear Swear, 
Book 

Mrs. LANnt 
Holy 


leno ii 


ENOCH: secret 


only swear you 


Vou see me dead will 


on the 


brightened): Aye, by the 

Bible, [ swear it 

Did you know Enoch 
this town? 

Mrs 


lar away, 


4 
\rden of 


LANE: Know him? | knew him 


\ve 


Hut not to SpeCan oO ; 


COMNnY down 


head high, did 


aye | mind him now 


Held hi 


the <treet 





noch Arden, and eared for no man, 
he. 


kenocn (Slowly, sadly): His head is low, 


and no man cares for him. I think 
[ have not three days more to live. 
l am the man. 
\Ins. Lange: You 


Sure he 


Arden? 
foot 


You! 


higher 


Nay! 

Was @ than 
you be! 

kenocun: My God has bow’d me down 
to what I am; my grief and solitude 
have broken me; nevertheless, know 
you that 
but that 


changed | 


I am he who married 


name has been twice 


married her who 
marred Philip Ray. 

\Ins. Lane: Lord save us! 

Enocu: Sit, listen, while I tell you of 
the shipwreck, the years of wander- 
ing in foreign lands, alone, unloved 

(Coughs) But | am slipping fast. 

There is so little time. 


\I Rs. 


bairns before you go! 


LANE (Pleading): See your 

Ich, let me 

fetch them to you, Arden. [ll run 
all the Way, 1’1) 

KkNocu: Woman, disturb me not now 
at the last, but let me hold my pur- 


till I 


ie and 


pose die. 


Sit down again; 


mark 


understand, while I 


have power to speak. I charge you 
tell 


her that I died blessing her, praying 


now, When you shall see her, 


for her, loving her; save for the bar 


between us, loving her as when she 


Tell 
mv daughter, whom I saw so like 
her mother, that 


laid her head beside my own. 


my latest breath 
Was spent in blessing her and praying 
for her. And tell my son 

that I died blessing him. 
Philip that I blest him, 


never meant us anything but good. 


if ‘oughs ) 
Say to 


too; he 


There is but one of my blood who 
will embrace me in the world to be: 
my little crippled son. This lock of 
hair 
his. 


so carefully preserved is 
She cut it off and gave it to 
me the day I sailed, and I have 
borne it these 
and thought to bear it with me to 
grave. 


with me all years, 


my But now my mind is 
changed, for I shall him, my 
babe, in bliss. When I am gone, take, 


see 


give her this, (Coughs) for it may 
comfort her. (Coughs) It will, more- 
over, be a token to her, that I 
am he. 
Mrs. LANE 
Mr. Arden! 
Dead! 
miserable man. All that you have 
bade shall perform. I 
shall pray for the rest and happiness 
Rest 
shall 


Mr. Arden! 
(In a shocked whisper ) 


{ Jari d) > 


Listen to me, hear me, 


me do, | 


of your soul, poor man 
peacefully. We 
remember you, Enoch Arden, 


Music: Tragic theme, full to finish. 


easily, rest 


THE END 





Black Beauty 


by Anna Sewell 


Adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
Biack Breavty 
\MERRYLEGS 
GINGER } 
SQUIRE GORDON 
JOHN MANLY 
\Irs. GorDoN 


> the horses 


A GATEKEEPER 

\ HosTLer 

REUBEN SMITH 

A STABLEBOY 

Six MEN 

A CABMAN 

A Lirrie Giru 

Herr Moruer 

A GENTLEMAN 

Miss ELLEN 

Miss LAVINIA 

Buack Beauty (Male voice, soft and 

gentle; in close): My name is Black 
Beauty. I am a horse. 
handsome 
pony, 


Not a great 


stallion, nor a lovable 
nor a roaming, wild horse, 
nor even a strong work horse. | 
am an old, weak horse, retired from 
work and spending these, my last 
vears of life, grazing quietly in a 
pasture. It has not always been so. 
I have known better days and worse, 
finer homes and poorer, kinder 

masters and masters far more cruel. 

This is the story of my life 
Music: Peaceful, country theme 


under 


in and 


Squire GorDON (A middle-aged man, 
slightly off mike. Nove: The 
of the horse & are soft and aD clo f 


LOLces 


JOHN: 


All human voices are a bit off mike.) : 
Well, John, how does he go? 
Joun (An old groom): First rate, sir. 
He’s as fleet as a deer, and has a fine 
spirit, too. But the lightest touch 
of a rein will guide him. Down at 
the end of the common we met one of 
those traveling carts hung all over 
with baskets and such. You know, 
sir, many horses will not pass those 
carts quietly; this one just took a 
good look at it, and then went on as 
quiet as could be. They were shoot- 
ing rabbits near the Highwood, and 
a gun went off close by. He pulled 
up a little and looked, but did not 
stir a step to right or left. 
Squire GorDON: And what do 
think of him, my dear? 


You 


Mrs. Gorpon: It is exactly as John 
suvs. A pleasanter creature I never 

hope to mount. What shall we call 

him? 

Would like 


He is as black as ebony. 


SQuIRE GORDON: you 
Ebony? 

Mrs. Gordon: No, that does not seem 
to quite fit 

Might I suggest, sir, the name 

of Blackbird, like your unecle’s old 
horse, Squire Gordon? 

Squire Gordon: No, that would not 
do, for he is far handsomer than old 
Blackbird ever was 

Mrs 


iu beauty, and he has such a sweet, 


GORDON: Yes, he is really quite 


good-tempered face, and such a fine, 





intelligent eye. What do you say to 
calling him Black Beauty? 
Squire Gorpon: Why, yes that 
I think 
it a very fine name. And if you like, 
it shall be his — Black Beauty. 
Music: Peaceful theme, in and under. 
Biack Beaury: And that was how I 
received my name. Oh, I remember 
everything that occurred during my 
earliest days at Birtwick Park. I 
recall the first time I was brought to 
the stable. 1 was put into first stall 
commonly called the loose-box — 
and the finest stall it was ia all the 


seems to be a good name. 


stable. It was clean, sweet and airy, 


and after I had eaten, I looked about 
to learn who my new neighbors were, 
In the stall next to mine stood a 
little fat with a thick 
mane and tail, and a pert little nose. 
On his far side, in the third stall, 
stood a beautiful, tall chestnut mare, 
with a long handsome neck. It was 
to the pony that I first spoke. (Jn 
a slight change of lone.) How do you 
do. Iam Black Beauty. 
Merryiecs (A jolly, young male voice): 
My name is Merrylegs. 


gray pony, 


I am very 
I carry the young ladies 
on my back, and sometimes I take 
our mistress out 


handsome. 


in the low chair. 
They think a great deal of me, and so 
does John Manly, the groom. Are 
you going to live next door to me? 
Biack Breaury: Yes, Merrylegs, I am. 
Merryztecs: Well, then, [ hope you 
are good tempered. I do not like 
anyone next door who bites. 
CGUNGER (A 


mature, female voice, with 


some sting in it): So it is you who 


Black 


It is a very strange thing 


turned me 
Beauty. 


out of my box, 


for a colt like you to come and turn 
a lady out of her own home. 

Biack Beauty: I beg your pardon. 
I have turned no one out. The man 
who brought me put me here, and I 
had nothing to do with it. 

GinGcer: Well, we shall see. Of course 
I do not want to have words with 
a young thing like you. But see: 
here is John come to take me out. 
(Fading) Goodbye, Black Beauty. 
(Goodbye, Merrylegs. 

Merryuyucs: The thing is this, Beauty. 
Ginger for that 

has a habit of biting and 
That is why they call 

her Ginger, and when she was in the 


loose-box, 


is that mare’s 
name 

snapping. 
she used to snap very 
One day she bit John in 
the arm and made it bleed, and so 
Miss Flora and Miss Jessie, who are 


much. 


very fond of me, were afraid to come 
into the stable. They used to bring 
me nice things to eat, but after 
Ginger stood in that box, they dared 
not come. I hope they will now come 
again, if you do not bite or snap. 
Buack Beauty: No, | never bite any- 
thing except grass, hay and corn. 
I can think what 
Ginger finds in it. 
Merrycecs: Well, I don’t think she 
does find pleasure. It is just a bad 
habit. She says no one was ever 
kind to her. I am sure if all she 
says is she must have been 
very ill-used before she came here. 


not pleasure 


true, 


The stories she tells are enough to 
cause your mane to stand up on end. 
John does all he can to please her, 
and the master never uses a whip if 
a horse acts right, so I think she 


might be good-tempered here. Johu 





is the best groom that ever was, so 
that if Ginger could not keep her 
position in the first box, it is all her 
own fault. 

Music: Pastoral theme, in and under. 

Buiack Beauty: Within a short time, 
Merrylegs, Ginger and I[ became 
the best of friends. One day Ginger 
and I in the meadow, 
standing alone under a tree. We 
had a deal of talk, and she asked 
me about my upbringing and train- 
ing, and I told her what 
gentle treatment I[ had received 
during my early years. When I had 
finished telling of my good fortune, 


were out 


wood, 


poor Ginger gave a sigh and said... 
GINGER: Well, if I had your bringing 
up, I might have had as good a 
temper as you, but 
believe I ever shall. 


now I don’t 


Biack Beauty: Why not? 

GINGER: Because it has been all so 
different with me. 
one, horse or man, that was kind to 
me, or that cared to please, as you 
have had. 


I never had any- 


As a young colt I was 
subjected to many boys, who threw 
sticks and stones at me. When it 
came to breaking in, [ was 
roughly treated. My trainers did 
not care for the pain or fright I 
suffered. They whipped me into 
obedience, without much as 
giving me a chance to know what 
it was they wanted. 

Buiack Beauty: How awful for you. 

GinGer: If that were all, I would not 
have minded. But then there was 
the check-rein, which is the most 
dreadful 


been forced to wear. 


very 


sO 


thing a horse has ever 


Ah, men, men! 


What they do not do out of ignorance 


91 


and cruelty! I dare say you have 
noticed Sir Oliver, the old work 
horse. Did you never wonder why 
his tail was so short? 

Biack Beauty: I did indeed, often. 
What accident was it that caused 
that? ; 

GinGcer: Accident! It was not an ac- 
cident, but a cruel, shameful, cold- 
blooded act. It is the doing of 

They tied him up 
fast, so he could not stir, and then 
they cut it off, through the flesh 
and bone, with no thought of the 
pain he suffered. 

Buack Beaury: How dreadful! 
was their reason for doing so? 

GinGcer: For fashion! 
(jood God 


stupid men. 


What 


Just as if the 

that made us did not 
know what was best for us. It is 
fashion, too, that makes them use 
those terrible check-reins. 

Music: Angry theme, in and under. 

Buack Beauty: And so it was from 
the chestnut mare, Ginger, that I 
learned that all horses were not as 
well off as I, and not all masters as 
kind as Squire Gordon. One night, 
some time later, after I had eaten 
my hay and was lying down in my 
straw, I heard the stable bell ring 
very loudly. Ina minute, the groom, 
John, and Squire Gordon were at 
my stall, opening the gate. 

Squire Gordon: Now, John, ride for 
your life 
life. There is not a minute to lose. 

Joun: Yes, sir. Black Beauty here is 
the horse for the journey. 
\nd if any animal in the stable will 
get me to the Doctor’s safely in this 


that is, for your mistress’ 


safest 


storm, ‘tis he. 


SeurRE Gorpon: Then ride, John, 





ride! (Fading off) And safe journey 
to you! Take care, but hurry! 
Music: Adventurous theme, in and 
under. 
Sounp: Rain and hoof-beats. Wind, ete. 
Joun: On, and on, Black Beauty. Ride 
fast and sure. Your mistress’ life 
lies in danger this very minute, and 
if you would save her, you must be 
quick. Hm, I almost think you un- 
derstand my words, for your pace 
is so urgent and steady! I wish we 
were well out of this wood, though. 
"Tis not safe. There, there is the 
bridge up ahead. Hm, the water 
seems to have risen above it just a 
bit. Well, your feet have been wet 
before, eh, Black Beauty? 
then. 
Sounb: Horse stops. 
Joun: What? 


Over, 


Over it, 


Do you fear the water? 
the bridge, 
(Pause) Why do you delay? 
seem 


over Beauty! 

You 

to sense a danger, vet there 
is none. Ride now, Black Beauty. 
Over the bridge! 

GATEKEEPER (Off mike): Haloo, there! 

Joun (Calling out): Yes? What is it? 
Who calls? 

GATEKEEPER: Hoy there! Stop! 

Joun: What’s the matter? 

GATEKEEPER: The bridge is broken in 
the middle, and part of it is carried 
away. If you come on, you'll be 
in the river. 

Joun: Thank God! You Beauty! You 
have saved my life, faithful horse, 
and your own and possibly that 


of your mistress. Come, we must 


the road at 
Turn 


turn about and go by 
Windy 


Black Beauty, vou wise horse 


Clearing about, 
and 


ride! 


Music: 
under. 
Buack Beauty: After much hard and 
dangerous riding, we reached the 
doctor’s safely. John delivered his 
message, made sure that the doctor 
was on his way to our home in Birt- 
wick park, and then rode me to the 
nearest village, to stable me for the 
night. At the hotel he arranged for 
me to be put in the stable. He 
stayed with me while I was fed, made 
sure that I was dry and warm, and 
After he 
had taken care of my needs, he left 


Adventurous theme, in and 


brushed my coat himself. 


to make provisions for himself. It 
Was late at 


people left in 


night, and the only 
the stable 
old hostler and his assistant, who 


were Aan 


were just checking everything for 
the night. 


Hostier (Off): | say, Towler, run up 
the ladder into the loft and put some 
hay into this horse’s rack, will you? 


Only lay down your pipe. 

Biack Beaury: When the last errands 
of the evening had been done, the 
two old men left the stable in dark- 
ness to the horses and the night. 
[ cannot say how long I slept, but 
I woke up very uncomfortable, 
though I hardly knew why. 

Sounp: Fire. softly in hacl. ground 

Buack Beauty: I 


seemed 


got up. The air 
all thick and choking. — I 
the other 
coughing, and they all seemed rest- 
It was quite dark, and I could 


see nothing, 


heard one of horses 
less 
the stable seemed 
full of smoke, and I hardly knew how 
to breathe 


but 


Sot ND: I tre. loudei 


Buack Beauty: I 


listened, and he 





a soft, rushing sort of noise, and low 
cackling and snapping. I[ did not 
know what it but there was 
something in the sound that was so 
strange that it made me tremble 
all over. 
awake. 


was, 


The other horses were all 
Some were pulling at their 
halters, others stamping. Suddenly, 


I heard a man’s voice outside . 

Ist Man: Fire! Fire! In the stable! 
Fire! 

Brack Beauty: Fire! So that was it! 
In a minute, John, my groom, was 
at my side. 

Joun: Come, Beauty, on with your 
bridle, my boy, we'll soon be out of 
this Here, I'll tie this 

That will 

from the smoke 

Fading) Now come along, Beauty. 


smother. 
scarf around your eyes 
protect them 
Come along. 
Biuack Beauty: And so it was that 
John, whose life I had saved earlie 
turned around 
and saved mine. Not all of the horses 
in the stable had so lucky, 
though, the sound of their 
screams as they burned to death 
echoed in my ears all the way back 
to Birtwick Park, and has echood 
in my mind all my life long. 
Mr sic: Sad theme, wn and under. 
3LACK Beauty: When we returned to 
our home, we found things in a 
dreadful state. The doctor had been 
summoned in Mrs. 
Gordon’s life, but only rest in a 


that evening, had 
been 


and 


time to save 
land of warm climate would cure her 
completely. It was resolved to close 
up Birtwick Park, sell the 
and take the mistress to [urope. 


horses, 


And so it came to pass that I was 


to be separated from my dearest 


friends, Ginger and Merrylegs, and 
was to leave the estate that had 
been for so many years my happy 
home, Birtwick Park. 
Music: Melancholy theme, in and under. 
Buack Braury: The family that 
bought me lived in London, and 
At first, 
I thought I should get on very well 
with them, but then I did not know 
anything about the groom Reuben 
Smith. Alas that I did not, and 
alack the day that ever I met him. 


were fine-enough people. 


lle was the most unthinking, cruel 

owner | have ever had. One night 
he overstayed his leave at a hotel. 
When he came to eall for me at the 
stable, he was in a hurry to be on 
his way, and roughly called out 

MITH (A hard, loud 
Stableboy! Where’s my 
Slack Beauty? 


STABLEBOY: Here, sir. 


q uf. OLE 


horse, 


Suiriu: Get him ready at once. 
nail has ¢ 
Should we not 


will not be 


STABLEBOY: But sir, 4 ome 
loose in his shoe. 
first? It 


the horse in this condition. 


fix it safe for 

Siri: I know my business. Now, sone 
of your tongue. Get me the horse 

at once. I’m ina hurry. 

Seaury: And so, with a nail 

loose in my shoe, we took off. 

late, 


BLACK 
seing 
feuben Smith rode me hard 
and fast. As the road was stony, 
my shoe became looser, and at the 
If Smith 
his business he 
that something was 
wrong in my pace, but he did not 
Instead, he 


turnpike gate, it came off. 
had 


have 


known would 


noticed 


and 
\ly 
dreadfully 


rode me harder 


harder. This could not go on. 


shoeless foot suffered 





The hoof was broken, and the inside 
was split dreadfully. And so, | 
and fell both my 
Smith was flung off by my 


stumbled 
knees 


fall, and owing to the great speed 


upon 


which he had forced on me, he fell 
as I did 


I heard him groan once from his 


with much violence. 


pain, and then he lay very, very still 
I could not rise, my pain was so 
severe. I could have groaned, too, 
but horses are used to bearing their 
pain in silence. All night we lay thus, 
in great agony, waiting for sound of 
horse, foot or wagon wheel upon the 
road, 
Musie: Melancholy theme, 
2nd Man: Look! 
He does not stir! 
3rp Man: He’s dead! Feel how cold 
Sut look to the horse! 
2xnp Man: Why, the horse has been 
down, and thrown him. 


in and under. 


It’s Reuben Smith! 


his hands are. 


rom all 
feuben Smith, he 
But look, 


both front ones 


3up Man: I don’t blame him 
they say of this 
is the cruelest rider ever 
the horses’ knees 
are broken. 
Man: And he 
\h, it served Smith right. But come, 
take this 
3up Man: Yes, And a great 
horse he is, A regular black 


2ND has lost a shoe, 


we must care of horse. 
indeed. 
Loo. 
beauty! 
Music: In and under. 
Biuack Beauty: The end of the inei- 
dent was indeed tragic for me. Both 
knees had broken, 
they did not mend well. 


my been and 
I was no 
longer the fast, handsome horse I 
had once been. My owner resolved 


to sell me. I was ruined and going 


downhill. What were Ginger’s 
words? 

Gincer: Ah, men, men. What they 

do not do out of ignorance and 

cruelty. ‘They are blockheads, in- 
deed. That is a bad word, but bad 
words were made for bad things. 

Biuack Beauty: And so I was taken 


The 


named 


to the horse fair to be sold. 


man who bought me was 


Jerry. He was a London cabman, 
and from the way he treated me, | 
felt that he knew what it was to be 
kind to a horse, and then and there, 
I resolved to do my best in serving 
my new master. Although he treated 
life 


as a cab horse was very trying I 


me well, the first week of my 
had never been used to London, and 
the noise, the hurry, the crowds of 
horses, carts and carriages that [ had 
to make my way through made me 
But | 
could trust 
then I 
made mvself easy, and got used to it 
Musto: /n and under. 
Brack Beaury 
life is not the best or easiest there is, 
I had it rather 
Many of the cabmen abused 


harassed, 
that I 


perfectly, 


feel anxious and 
SOOT found out 


my driver and 


: Although a cab horse’s 


I must confess that 
well, 
their horses shamefully, whipping 
them into speed, but my master, 
Jerry Barker, did no such thing, 
but was always considerate and kind. 
I did not truly realize how well I had 
fared until one day a shabby old 
cab drove up beside ours. The horse 
was an old worn-out chestnut, with 
an ill-kept bones that 
showed through plainly. Her knees 
knuckled over, and the forelegs were 


coat, and 


very unsteady. 





GINGER (Now old and broken down): 
Black Beauty, is that you? 

Buack Beauty: 
friend, Ginger! 
changed! 

GINGER: I have had a hard life since 
I left our old home, I can tell you. 
A cruel stableman at the next place 
I went to rode me hard 
stormy night, and ruined my wind- 


My 
you 


old 


have 


Ginger! 
low 


too one 


pipe and breathing forever. I have 


changed hands many times. since 
then, each time coming a little lower 
down. At last, | was bought by a 
man who keeps a number of cabs. 
He lets us out to individual workers, 
who must pay him such an extremely 
high rate of pay that they in turn 
are forced to drive us mercilessly 
their bread. When they 
my they decided 


just to use me up, whipping and 


to earn 

found weakness, 
working me, with never one thought 
of what I suffer. They paid for me, 
and must get it out of me, they say. 

Biack Beaury: I remember the time 
when you stood up for yourself if 
you were ill-used, 

GinGer: Ah, I did once, but it’s no use 
Men, for all their 
stupidity, are strongest 


cruelty and 
There is 
nothing we can do but just bear if 


to the end, on and on. I have seen 


dead horses, and I am sure they do 
not suffer pain. Oh friend, oh Black 
Beauty, I wish 


yes, yes, with all 
my soul I wish that I may drop 
down dead. 

Music: Melancholy theme, in and under. 

Buack Beauty: Alas, I could say 
nothing to comfort her, for just 

then her driver came and took her 

away. I think she was glad to see me, 


for I had been the only real friend 
that she had ever had. A short time 
later a cart passed with a dead horse 
in it. It was a chestnut mare, with 
a stripe on its face. I can’t speak of 
was too dreadful. | 
I hoped it 
was, for then her troubles would be 
Oh! 


ful, they would shoot us before we 


it, the sight 

believe it was Ginger. 

over. If men were more merci- 
came to such misery. 

Musie: Tragic theme, in and under. 


BLACK weeks 


time, | was to have my own misery. 


seaurTy: Within a few 


It was winter. My good master, 
Jerry, took ill. Although he re- 
covered, he was forced to give up 
cab work, and once again | was sold 
I was no longer young or handsome 
or strong, and each successive ownel 
whipped me as had been done to 
Ginger to get his price out of me, 
worked me to get my strength out ot 
me, and then sold me 
SOUND: Whip crac] Lng 


MIAN: You old 


horse, Ill show you who’s master of 


tri (ree up! Gee up! 
this wagon! Gee up! 

Music: 

5ru Man: What, slowing down? You’d 
better 


Dramatic, low-pitched chord 
move on, Black Beauty, or 
ll bring this whip down upon your 
back again! 

Musre: Higher chord 

\Ian: Move 
on! 

4ru, Man: You 


whip, I see. 


Ori on, old horse, move 


need a taste of the 

5ru Man: | paid my money for you. 
[ intend you to work! 

47u MAN: Faster! 

57ru Man: Faster! 

67H MAN: Gee up! 





fru MIAN: Gee up! 

Ap Lis: Their voices become an intense 
“Faster!” “Black Be auty!”’ 
“Whip!” 

A string of pulsating chords, 


yumble. 
Che up!” 

Music: 
culminating in a crescendo. 

Ap Lis: Confused murmurings of a 
small crowd. 

CAaBMAN (Rough Cockney): The horse 
is down, sir. 

Livre Girv: | told you he was over- 
loaded, Papa 

Mornen: Be \lice. 


are we to do, Henry? 


quiet, Whatever 


(SENTLEMAN: I don’t know. The horse 
man? 

Not him, and 
Here, give 


ret 


isn’t dead, is he, my 


not dead 


be. 


Ls se, 


he’d better not me 


the whip. Il make him 


Morus: ! 


This is a case of overwork and under- 


up. 


VW 
Vv 


don’t you dare to hip him! 


feeding L here not an ounce of 
trength in him. 

CapMan: Then he must go to the dogs. 
[have no means to nurse sick horses, 


n that. Ul 


buy the horse from you. Some people 


(JSENTLEMAN mind 


VevVver 


have no right to own horses no 
right in the world! 

Musie: theme, 

Buack Beaury: And so the gentleman 
who had been riding in the cab be- 


hind 


me. 


Serious in and under. 


me when | stumbled bought 


and so he could not keep me, 


himself, 
but 
he had a pair of aunts out in the 
he thought I’d 


Was a city man 


country, for whom 
be 


({ENTLEMAN: If the ladies take to him 


ideal. 


they'll be suited, and this horse, this 
poor old horse, will be suited. Well, 
can but try 

Peaceful theme, 


Wwe 


Mousie: in and under. 


GENTLEMAN: You Aunt Ellen, 
many first-rate horses have had their 
knees broken through the careless- 

It does not 


see, 


ness of their drivers. 
necessarily mean that the horse is 
skittish. From what I see of this 
horse, he is and 
kindly, and would suit your purpose. 
Miss Exvien: You have always been 
such a good adviser to us about our 


well-mannered 


horses, that your recommendations 
would go a long way with me; so, 
if sister Lavinia is agreeable, we will 
accept your offer with thanks 

Buack Beauty: The old women re- 
solved to try me out for a few weeks, 
and as they were good to me, I was 
good to them, and they were pleased. 

ELLEN: You see, Lavinia, handsome is 
as handsome does. 

LAVINIA: This horse is certainly that. 
Have you noticed anything strange 
about that white star on his face? 

ELLEN: Why, 
tion it, | do 
head, 


this little knot just in 


yes, now that you men- 
\V hite star on the lore- 
a white hoof on the offside, 
that piace — 
I do believe that you are right. It is 
Squire Gordon’s favorite horse. 
LAVINIA: Well, then, need have no 
doubt about keeping him. We could 


not want for a finer or better horse. 


ve 


ELLEN: I shall write at once to Mrs. 
Gordon, to tell her that her favorite 
horse has come back into good hands 
after so many years of hardship. Oh, 
how pleased she will be! 

LAVINIA: Pleased, indeed! In our place, 
under our care, he will last another 
twenty years. Welcome home to 
peace and quiet, Black Beauty. 

Mit BIC : Pe aceful the ne, full fo finish 

THE END 
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% PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYS *% 
* in March * 


In addition to the plays for holidays and special occasions in this issue, * 
subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues: 


* * 


Red Cross Campaign 


Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 


Miss Barros Is N NW 


March 17th — St. Patrick's Day 


Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 


lower Grades 


Easter and Spring 


Middle Grades 





Any of these plays from past issues is well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free | Single copies of individual plays 
may be purchased by current subscriber ly for “ach (50¢ to nor 


I ti isuvsEcribers 


When ordering scripts, please give name 
wise, regular price of 50c per copy will b 


gest that payment accompany pla DOOK ord espe Hly lor small quantities 


Le PLAYS. INC. e 8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS.——— 


ubscription is listed. Other- 


minate DOOKKeepiIng, we sug- 











—NOW AVAILABLE 


CATALOG 


of Plays Previously Published 

and Still in Active Demand. 
Here is a selected list of more than 450 
plays from past.issues of PLAYS, The 
Drama Magazine for Young People. 
The play descriptions, each of which 
contains a plot summary, setting, and 
number of characters, are grouped un- 
der the following popular headings: 
Book Week 


Career Plays 
Christmas 


Melodramas 
Memorial Day 
Mother's Day 
Columbus Day M yateries 
Comedies Patriotic and Historical 
Easter Plays for All-Boy Casts 
Fairy Tales, Folk Plays for All-Girl Caste 

Tales, Legends Radio Plays 
Foreign Lands Thankegiving 
Graduation and Promotion United Nations 
Halloween Valentine's Day 
Health and Safety Washington's Birthday 
Lincoln's Birthday 


This catalog will be a convenient guide 
for subscribers who may wish to refer 
to material previously published in the 
magazine. Send for your free copy of 
this 40-page catalog today. 


PLAYS, Inc., Publishers 


8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. 














PLAYBOOKS 


@ If you are a subscriber you may ob- 
tain additional copies of any of the 
plays published in PLAYS for use 
by members of the cast. 


By purchasing play scripts you can 
save time and effort spent in copy- 
ing parte. 


@ We can supply you with copies of 
plays from current and past issues. 


Subscribers pay only 25 cents per script! 


When ordering, be sure to give name 
under which subscription is listed 
(Otherwise the price of each play is 50 
cents per copy.) 


To eliminate bookkeeping we suggest that 
payment accompany orders, especially for 
small quantities. 


PLAYS, INC. 


8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 





Look! For only 


5O¢ 


Beautifully illustrated 


31-page book containing 


easy directions to make 


83 colorful, low-cost costumes 


.. . for every kind of school exercise, pageant 


and play from primary through high school grades. 


INCLUDES: Historical costumes ... holiday cos 
tumes . . . fairy-tale costumes . . . animal and 
flower costumes . . . foreign costumes parade 
costumes royalty costumes ond more 
all made with 


easy-to-work-with, safe 


Dennison 


FLAMEPROOF CREPE PAPER 


Dennison Mfg. Co., Dept. 184, 
Framingham, Mass. 


Enclosed is 50¢ for my copy of “Colorful 
Costumes,” 


Name 


Address 











